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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
Okay so my Axl muse was angry! l'm sorry!!! Please give me reviews so that | know whether or not to 


continuel! Thanks peoplel! 


He'd been sitting there for nearly an hour, just watching. His green-gold eyes were glued to a specific target, 
but no one seemed to notice him. That was fine with him though. He didn't need groupies all over him. They'd 
only hinder his plan. This plan kept running through his head, repeating itself, and weeding out any possible 
errors. It had seemed logical at first, but now it just felt out of reach. He closed his eyes, pushing away the 
tears that came. His fingers trembled as he brought his cigarette back to his lips. He wiped some fallen ashes 
from his leather clad leg, leaving a smokey smear. He cursed and spit on his fingers, polishing the nuisance 
away. He'd lost track of the events on stage, being so determined to look perfect. The music stopped, and it 


was immediately replaced with the familiar roar of the public. 
He looked up. "Fuck." 


The time for action was growing closer. His eyes shot around the cluttered hallway nervously, praying that no 


one would be there to see. This was something that had been building up for years, and finally it had to be 
released. He'd thought of every possible outcome and had a backup plan for each. His heart pounded inside his 
chest, his head ached, his throat went dry, and his bottom lip quivered. He hugged his leather jacket closer to 
his smaller frame and hopped down from the equipment trunk, ready as ever. 

"Here goes nothing.. or everything.” He closed his eyes. 

There were footsteps, and they were loud. They grew closer and closer until they were nearly out of the 
publics eye. Axl took a deep breath and reached inside his jacket pocket, getting his hand positioned. The cool 
metal conflicted with his sweaty palms. 

He shifted his weight nervously. "C'mon, c'mon" 

More footsteps. Axl gulped and took a firmer grip on the object just inside his pocket, almost removing it. The 
time had come. His mind raced with thoughts of why he should and shouldn't do this, the pro's and cons. He 
chewed his bottom lip until it was bloody. 

"Axl?" 


The singer closed his eyes, immediately recognizing the smooth voice. He threw his head back, pulling his hand 
from his pocket. He gathered his nerve, recalling why he was doing this in the first place. 


"Is that you?" The man moved in closer. He squinted, trying hard to get a better look at Axl. 


Axl whirled around and extended his arm, pointing a loaded pistol at his former friend. "Stop right fucking 
therell" 


"Whoa! Hey! What the--" 
"Shut the fuck up!" Axl shouted shaking the gun for emphasis. 


His eyes were red with fury, and his tears were closing in on him. The man raised his hands and shrugged, 


confused. 
"What's all this about?" 
Axl smiled a diabolical smile. "Pay back Slash, fucking pay backlts your--" 


Axl froze. Something behind his old friend caught his eye. Duff had left the stage accompanied by Scott and 
stopped dead in their tracks. Axl pointed the weapon in their direction, then back to Slash. 


"What's going on here?" Duff approached Slash carefully, his hands extended to his sides. 


"Stop!" Axl pointed the gun directly at the blonde with his finger bearing down on the trigger. 


There was a glimmer in the enraged redheads eye. It was pure anger, mixed with jealousy and hurt. Scott 
watched the entire scene from the empty hallway just behind his two bandmates. He was clueless. He had no 
idea what made him snap. He'd always been told that Axl was unstable, but who would've thought psychotic? 


"You thought you were going to just leave, and | was just going to go away, didn't you?" Axl stepped closer to 
Slash and Duff, close enough that he could touch them. "You thought you'd make it without me, didn't you?" 


His voice had changed. Suddenly all of this felt so natural. He put the gun to Slash's head and brushed his lips 
against his ear. Slash shivered and leaned away, a distinct look disgust playing across his face. 


Axl chuckled. "Don't play that game with me” He turned to Duff and smiled. "You know better, don't you 
Duffy?" Axl twirled a lock of blonde around the end of his gun. 


What the now confident Axl had taken little notice to was Scott. His face was red with anger. He waved Matt 
and Dave back and now watched Axl torment his friends. He refused to remain helpless, especially when it 
came to Duff's safety. Duff had been there for him when he went through his drug problems. Duff had saved 
him from certain death, and now it was his time to return the favor. 

"Hey, leave him the fuck alone!" 


Axl's eyes shot up. "Don't move damn it!" 


He was losing control of this situation in a hurry. Scott was closing in on him, showing no signs of fear and no 


intentions of stopping. 

"IIl blow your fucking brains out, now fucking stop!" 

"Damn it Scott do what he says!" Duff pleaded. 

Scott didn't adhere to his friends words. He instead continued closer without a moments hesitation His bravery 
surprised even him, not really knowing where it came from. Axl backed up closer to the exit and pointed the 
gun at Scott, his finger trembling against the trigger. 

"Stay where you are, I'll fucking kill you!" 

“Then kill me damn it! Here | am fucker, kill me!" Scott held his arms out, inviting death. 

He stared the redhead in the eyes, stopping in front of Duff. Axl's nerve was failing. He had every intention of 
being there and killing Slash and Duff for what they'd done, but now there was an unanticipated obstacle. This 


was one outcome that he did not have a plan for. He backed closer to the exit, keeping the gun on Scott. Axl 
closed his eyes, scared. This was what he wanted, right? Here goes nothing.. or everything. 


Chapter 2 


Author's Notes: 
Reviews are nice! Thanks for the great feedback. Keep it up.. let me know how I'm doing! 


Part 2 


He applied pressure to the trigger, clenching his eyes closed a bit tighter. A tear escaped and rolled down his 
cheek. His arm was terribly unsteady, as was his mind. This wasn't what he planned to do. He mentally scanned 


through his list. 
Kill Slash. 
Kill Duff. 


Torture Matt. 
Get Revenge. 


There was nothing about killing Scott, but somehow the thought made him smile. With his eyes still closed, he 
pictured the singer laid out on the floor, blood pooling around his cold limp corpse. He saw Duff on his knees 
crying by his friends side, just before a bullet pierced his skull that is. He grinned and opened his eyes, ready. 
The sirens were nearing them quickly, but he didn't seem to notice. He readjusted the gun, ready to let out the 
first shot. 

"Nol" Slash shouted shoving both Scott and Duff to the floor behind him. 

The redhead narrowed his eyes. "Move Slash. I'm not ready for you yet." 

The entire room was starting to spin. Slash turned to see Scott doing his best to shield Duff from any danger 
and still watching him with concerned eyes. Slash heard his heart beating in his head, and his throat went dry. 
He thought he was going to faint, but there was no way he could do that. He couldnt leave Duff and Scott 
alone. 

"| said move dammit!" Axl screamed, his frustration evident. 

Slash shook his head. "Take me instead. Let them go." 

"Slash--" Scott began. 


"Please Axl, take me. Do whatever you fucking want with me." 


The sirens were close, too close for comfort. Axl looked between Scott and Slash. He wanted more than 


anything to spew Scott's brains against a wall, but now that just seemed so obsolete when he had a much 
better offer at hand A slow smile spread across his lips. He lunged forward, grabbing the dark haired man in a 
head lock. He pressed the gun to his temple and backed them toward the exit. 

"Don't even try to find us or I'll kill him, and I'll fucking kill you too!" 

He bolted through the door, practically dragging the silent victim with him. His strength was coming from 
somewhere foreign, some unseen unnatural source. He was power hungry, and this was all he needed to feed 


his desire. 


They made a mad dash across the parking lot, dodging the many police cars. Shots rang out just as the doors 
clicked shut. 


"Oh my God," Scott mouthed. 

"They'll kill him! They'll kill Slash!" Duff tried to stand, not really knowing what he could do. 

Scott grabbed him and held him close. "Don't." 

"But they'll kill him!" 

"Shhh." 

Scott pulled the hysterical blonde into a tight embrace and rocked him on the floor. He couldn't recall the 
number of times Duff had held him in his time of need. He could understand Duff's position though. He and 
Slash had been friends for a long time. Things wouldn't be the same without Slash, and just to give himself to 
Axl like that was heartbreaking. Duff's tears dripped onto Scotts bare chest as he continued mumbling prayers 
and curses and begging for mercy. This sort of thing never happened with Duff, ever. He was always the voice 
of reason, even the comic relief. Duff never had a breakdown, not a real one anyway. 

The police shoved the double doors open and several uniformed officers stepped in. They all looked the same, 
as if they'd walked off an assembly line. Their uniforms were neatly pressed, and their holsters bore their 
guns at their side, just like in the movies. The lights flashed blue and red through the entire hallway, drawing 
Duff's attention 

"What happened?" Scott asked, running his fingers down Duff's back. 


A large burly man in a suit literally waddled over with a cigarette perched between his lips and a clipboard in 


his hand. He jotted a quick note down and looked at the two crumpled men on the floor. 
The officer cleared his throat. "I'm sorry." 


That was all Duff needed to hear. He broke down into another fit of tears. He clenched so tightly to Scott that 


he almost suffocated him, but Scott didn't care. He held on too, trying to be strong. 
NEW YORK CITY-- 


The clock on the wall struck midnight. All was quiet except for the soft chiming of the large antique 


grandfather clock. The entire house was dark, the only occupant being in bed, though unconsciously in turmoil. 


He lay there, tossing and turning. His entire body had broken out in a cold sweat. His fingers gripped the sheets 
as he heard screams and shouts and cries. He heard gunfire, and desperate pleas. He saw blurred visions of 
people and flashing lights. He tried hard to bring them into focus, clenching his eyes shut even tighter. 


"They'll kill him! They'll kill Slash!" 
He knew that voice. 

"They'll kill Slash!" 

Then there was a most ghastly sound: a gun shot 


Izzy sat strait up in bed, grabbing two handfuls of brown hair. Letting one go he clutched his chest, trying to 
regain some composure. His breathing was coming to him heavily, and his eyes were glazed over. He'd never 
had a dream that felt so real, so intense. He couldn't even imagine why he'd have such a dream in the first 
place. He hadn't seen nor spoken to Slash in years, since their fight. That was the one fight Izzy regretted 
starting since the moment he walked away from Guns n Roses. All Slash wanted was to keep the band 
together, and all Izzy wanted was to leave. So they blew up in each others faces and vowed never to speak 


again Since then, all the hatred had been replaced by remorse, and a longing for redemption 
"Slash, you're in trouble,” Izzy mumbled, rubbing his face. 


He knew that statement to be true. Wherever his ex-bandmate was, he was in trouble, and it was now Izzy's 


job to find him, and fix everything that went wrong. 
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Chapter 3 


Author's Notes: 
Thanks for all the great reviews! 


"C'mon Duff, we've done all we can. You need sleep." Matt kneeled in front of the haggard faced blonde. "We all 


need sleep." 
"What if something happens and l'm--" 
The drummer smiled warmly and took Duff's hand. “They'll call" 


Duff's eyes shot to Scott who hadn't left the small circle of police officers in over an hour. Matt followed his 
gaze and sighed, pulling his friend to his feet. He wiped Duffs damp cheeks with the back of his hand and held 
out his leather jacket. 


"He'll meet us there. They want him to stick around for a little while" Matt's eyes avoided Duff's as he draped 


the jacket over the taller mans shoulders. 


He walked Duff past the group of officers and Scott, hoping to make a quick exit. The both of them needed a 
break from the drama. Of course nothing could go the way it was supposed to. At the precise moment Duff 


reached the doorway he overheard one of the policeman's questions. 


"So, you stood there and taunted him, and he didn't shoot you.. but he kidnapped your guitarist. Why would he 
do that Mr. Weiland? Why not you?" 


The blonde paused and listened a bit more closely. Matt cursed silently and stayed close, knowing it was about 
to hit the proverbial fan. Duff's swollen eyes watched Scott closely. He stood, jaw clenched tightly, fingers 
hooked in his belt loop shouting back anything and everything he could think of to insult the officer. 


"You mother fucking bastard! | had nothing to do with this shit and you fucking know it! You guys are all here, 
and Axl is out there! Whats wrong with this fucking picture?" 


"Well Mr. Weiland, quite frankly we don't believe a word you say at this point," the apparent Captain replied. 


Duff's eyes flashed a fiery hue as he stalked through the crowd of officials. Matt did he best to catch him 


before he made matters worse, but Duff threw his jacket over the drummers head. 


"You fucking bastaralll" Duff growled, snatching the shorter police chief up by his collar and hauling him into 
the wall. 


Instantly a pair of slender arms slid around his waist pulling him away. Duff fought against the lean figure for 


a moment before turning in his arms so that they were facing one another. 


"Duff. Duff just listen to me." Scott's fingers slid through a sea of wavy blonde locks, calming him to some 
degree. "Go back to the hotel with Mat. | promise you, as soon as l'm done here I'll be there." 


Duff's eyes lingered over Scott's chiseled facial features for a moment, searching for something. He was 
looking for any sign that Scott would've helped in the scheme to kidnap his best friend. All he saw in his hollow 
eyes was sorrow, and sincerity and a hint of mystery. He didn't realize he'd been staring, or that his fingers 
had somehow wandered over to trace the singers prominent jaw bone. His hand was captured and held gently. 


Those same enchanting eyes staring right back at him. 
"Please?" Scott asked. 
Duff nodded as Matt placed a hand on his shoulder. "Hurry, okay?" 


"| will" Scott released Duff's trembling hand and backed away turning his attention to the drummer. "Take care 


of him for me." 
Matt nodded. "C'mon Duffy, let's go." 
Somewhere between Miami and Atlanta.. 


"Shut the fuck up Slash! You always were a whiney little bitch" A smile spread across Ax''s lips. "You always 
liked being the bitch though.. didn't you Slash?" 


The dark haired man rolled his eyes. "It was a long fucking time ago." 

"Not so long really. Ten years Slash. That's all." 

Slash gulped and watched the buildings as they passed by. There were people littering the sidewalks, even at 
one AM. He considered rolling his window down and yelling for help, but the pistol in Axl's lap was loaded and 
had his name written all over it. He closed his eyes praying that this nightmare would end soon, but how could 
it? No one knew where they were, or where they were going, himself included. 

The car slowed as it made a quick turn into a hotel parking lot. It wasn't a fancy hotel but instead a shabby 
worn down one. His eyes shot to Axl who wore a devious expression. His mind raced with thoughts of what was 


to come. 


"Don't move." Axl shoved the car into park, cutting off the engine and pointing the gun at Slash's head. 


He did as he was told, and didnt move while Axl exited the car, and it was a good thing he did listen Only 


seconds later the passenger door swung open and Axl motioned him out. 
"| got us a room, lover." Axl kissed the side of Slash's head. "It'll be just like old times again." 
Slash cringed. "It'll never be like that--" 


"Get the fuck in there, and shut your mouth til | give ya somethin to put in it” Axl shoved Slash through the 
threshold and into the dark room. 


The singer flipped on the bedside lamp, his eyes searching out his victim in the dimness. He spotted him, his 
bare back turned to him and the soft light illuminating his body perfectly. Axl sat the gun down and stalked up 


behind him, wrapping his arms around his waist and kissing his shoulder. 

"Axl, please dont." 

Slash's nerve was wearing down He didn't want to resort to begging, but if that's what it took he'd do it. He 
felt the smaller man chuckle against him followed by a pair of wandering hands sliding down his torso, then 
behind him to cup his ass. 


"You know you want it Slash. You know you still turn me on. Now get on your knees.” 


Slash almost laughed, but the memory of that gun pointed at him lurked in the recesses of his mind. With a 
silent prayer, he turned and fell to his knees like a cheap whore. 


"Good boy." Axl smiled massaging Slash's scalp. "Give me a reason not to shoot you now." The redhead unzipped 


his jeans and returned his fingers to the massive sea of black curls atop Slash's head. 


Suddenly there was a pang of longing creeping forward in Slash's mind. He was missing something, or someone. 
He closed his eyes, pulling the singers jeans around his knees, followed by his underwear. He heard voices in the 
back of his mind. They were distant but audible. He knew them, and somehow he knew they could see and hear 


him too. 
Axl offered his dripping cock to his slave. "C'mon Slash, | know you're not shy." 
It all felt so wrong, and indeed it was. He felt cheap, used, and unloved. He felt sorrow and remorse for things 


he hadn't thought of in years as he performed the requested deed. The one thing that kept repeating itself in 
his head: Izzy. 


Chapter 4 
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"Where do you think you're going?" Steven asked leaning against the doorway leading into the living room. 
Izzy whirled around, dropping his keys. "Oh.. umm... hey Steven." 


"Hey. Wanna tell me why you're sneaking out at two AM?" The blonde sauntered over and plopped down on the 


sofa. 

Izzy instantly regretted trying to hide anything from his friend. Since they'd moved in together nothing could 
be kept a secret. Steven hardly ever slept, and when he did he still caught most of what was going on. Judging 
by his appearance, tonight was one that he didn't even attempt to sleep. He still wore his tight torn jeans and 
no shirt. His wild blonde hair stood on end, but mostly because he hardly ever brushed it. 


Izzy sighed, dropping his jacket beside his keys and joined Steven. "You sure you wanna hear this?" 


Izzy certainly didn't want to explain. Steven would commit him! How many people are there that hear voices 
that don't end up in looney bins? 


"Would | have asked if | didn't wanna hear it?" 

He had a point. 

"You won't believe me," he said with a hint of aggravation in his voice. 

"Try me." Steven turned so that he was facing lzzy. 

The drummer could barely see Izzy through the dim light. The moon filtered through the sheer curtains 
behind the sofa, outlining the brunettes form. Steven could tell something was up, and there was no way Izzy 
was going through it alone, not as long as he was alive anyway. 

"I had a dream, and umm.. it was about somebody that | cared.. care about very much." He paused waiting for 
a smart remark that never came. "They're in trouble. | just know it. | have to go find them before its too 


late." 


There. He'd said it. Silence filled the room, and Izzy almost knew what Steven was thinking. And the answer was 


no. Izzy had been clean for years. Drugs could not be blamed for tonight's mysteries. 
"Hts Slash isnt it?" 

Stevens statement took the brunette by surprise, and his breath caught in his throat 
"How did you~" 

Steven laughed softly. "I just know. But how do you know he's in trouble?" 


"In the dream | heard Duff's voice, and he kept saying someone would shoot him. Duff was crying. Duff never 


cried." 
Steven nodded. "I'm going with you.” 


Izzy smiled and shoved Steven playfully getting up from his seat. The blonde followed, snatching his leather 
jacket on his way out. 


"How do we know where they are?" asked Steven, following Izzy out to his car. 


"| dunno. yet" 


Scott jogged through the humid night air to hail a taxi. The once starry moonlit evening had turned into a 
muggy, hot, horrible night. It was just like a scene from a movie. Everything fit perfectly, almost. What are 
the missing links? 


"Taxill" 


The yellow car just passed him by. He cursed and kicked an empty can out into the quiet street. He wondered 
why when one thing goes wrong, it sets off a horrible uncontrollable chain of events. He scanned down the 


street, searching for any sign of civilization 
"Fucking wonderful,” he cursed. 


The hotel was half an hour away when you're driving. Scott estimated that he'd make it there in an hour, 
maybe. At least this gave him the opportunity to think things over. He knew in his heart he should be worried 
sick about Slash, but he wasn't. Slash could take care of himself. He always made things alright, no matter 
what. This was no different, right? Instead of Slash being the center of his attention, it belonged to a certain 
blonde bassist with a broken heart right now. He'd planned on talking to Duff about how he felt, but that was 
before all of this happened. Duff was his rock, his shoulder to cry on Now the tables were turned. 


He began humming a random tune as he continued on his way, trying to decipher his chaotic thoughts. Part of 
his mind screamed things that the other part of his mind deemed wrong. One side told him to take advantage 
of the situation Duff was vulnerable, scared, and he needed someone to focus his attention on right now. The 
other part of his mind scolded him for having such thoughts. It told him to be there for Duff and to put his 
own desires aside for now. He smiled to himself, continuing his random melody until he had an actual song. 
Humming became soft singing, until actual words were formed How the song had gotten into his head, he'd 


never know. 


"I can't seem to see you baby, although my eyes are open wide, but | know I'll see you once more when | see 


you, see you on the other side." 
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Of course it would have to rain the one night that Scott didn't have a ride. And of course the temperature 
would drop, leaving him soaked and freezing. Fucking wonderful. He'd thrown on a white t-shirt before he left 
the building which was now thoroughly drenched along with his denim jacket and jeans. His eyeliner had long 
since washed away, leaving him with the appearance of a drowned rat. At least he was almost there. A couple 
more blocks and he'd be fine, maybe. At least Duff would be there, and he could wrap his arms around the 
blonde and hold him. 


"Damn you! Stop thinking like that!" Scott scolded himself. 


He knew somewhere in his mind that he was taking advantage of Duff's pain just so he could be close to him. 
Slash would be fine. He'd already decided that, but Duff might not be. Duff needed him, and he needed Duff. So 
what made this whole situation so horribly wrong? Duff had no clue that Scott needed him that way. Would he 
just appreciate it? Hate it? Love it? Who knows?!? Only Duff could answer his questions. 


Scott sighed and saw his own breath. Apparently the temperature had dropped more than he thought. There 
were occasional streaks of lightning illuminating his path and random claps of thunder rumbling in the distance, 
but nothing could keep Scott away. He had to talk to Duff tonight. He couldn't keep taking advantage of him like 
this, whether he wanted to or not. 


When he reached the hotel he noticed Dave leaning against the cool brick beneath the canopy, idly puffing on a 
cigarette. If Scott didn't know better he'd think he was coming face to face with a thug. The guitarist wore a 
stocking cap over his head covering his ears as well. His dark sunglasses covered his eyes and added a hint of 
mystery to him. Sunglasses at night? That's Dave's style though. He dares to be different. He wore a long 
black jacket buttoned halfway up, covering his jeans and t-shirt. 


"Hey man, what took ya so long?" he asked flicking the remains of the smoke out into the parking lot. 


Scott stepped out of the rain beside his friend, shivering. "I couldn't catch a cab. Had to walk the whole damn 


way. 


Dave removed the dark glasses and glared at the singer. "I kinda figured that. | meant.. what was the hold up 


back at the arena?" 


"Huh?" Scott ran his shaking fingers through his partially spiked hair. "Oh, that. Yeah. They wanted to talk to 
me, get my account of it. That's all. Why?" 


"Bullshit, Scott. They think you had something to do with it, don't they?" 
Scott remained silent. 


"You better hope that | don't find out that you had something to do with it. I'll make you wish you were never 
fucking born, Weiland" Dave shoved past Scott and into the building, disappearing into one of the elevators. 


"Wow," Scott mouthed in astonishment. 


That was certainly out of character for Dave. How could one of Scott's closest friends accuse him of 
something that terrible? How? It was heart wrenching. Scott shrugged and shoved the glass doors open, 
following the same path. His clothing dripped all over the green marble floors, but he didn't care. He had a 
mission: find Duff, talk to him, and if there is a merciful God in Heaven, comfort him. 


Axl grinned and pulled his pants up, not bothering to zip them. "You still got it, dont you lover?" 
"Fuck off, Axl," Slash said under his breath as he got to his feet. 
‘Oooh, fiery aren't we, lover?" 


"Dude, cut the fucking bullshit. What the fuck do you think you're doing? You can't just fucking waltz back into 
my life and pull some shit like this. What the fuck is this about anyway?" Slash knew he was doing battle with 


a dangerous warrior. 


He instantly regretted opening his mouth. For his efforts he received a hard blow across the jaw with an 
empty bottle of Jack. The shock sent him stumbling backward, falling onto the bed. He felt the tiny shards of 


glass embedded into his skin and the blood coming to the surface. 


"You always knew how to ruin the mood, didn't you?" Axl threw the neck of the bottle on the floor, watching it 
shatter. 


"Fucking hell, Axl! Please—" 


"You wanna know what this is about? I'll fucking tell you what it's about. You embarassed me Slash! You and 
Duff and Matt left me high and fucking dry, and YOU," He pointed at the guitarist, "were fucking around behind 
my back, you little bitch." 


Slash almost felt sorry, even sypathetic when he saw a tear in the enraged man's eye. The feeling didn't last 
long as the redhead lunged on him, taking a fistful of raven curls and jerking his head back to an 
uncomfortable degree. His body crushed Slash's to the bed while he growled faintly. 


"You were fucking Izzy behind my back, and you thought I'd never fucking know, didn't you?" Axl drew his hand 


back and smacked Slash across the face, smearing the blood on his jaw and cheek 


"Axl, it wasn't working with us and you knew that!" Slash winced and covered his head when the singer drew 


back once again. "No! Please!" 


He closed his eyes waiting for impact, but it didn't come in the form he expected. Instead of sharp knuckles 
breaking into his skin, a pair of devastatingly rough lips came crushing against his, pressing his head hard into 
the mattress. He fought desperately against Axl, clawing at him, kicking, lashing out with everything he had. He 
felt teeth tearing at his bottom lip and then the taste of blood was present on his tongue. 


"Don't fight it Slash!" Axl slapped him again, this time wincing himself when the darker man's jaw popped. His 
anger was definitely out of control. He straddled Slash's waist and reached for something on the bedside table. 


"You're not being a good little boy, Slash," he teased before slapping a pair of cuffs onto Slash's wrists and 
fastening them to the headboard. 


"Dammit Axl! You're not gonna get away with this!" he cried out, blood spilling down his chin and onto his chest. 
"No?" Axl ran a finger down Slash's chest, a playful smile on his lips. "What makes you say that babe?" 


"They'll find us, and you'll pay for this you fucking bastard!" Slash spat out, knowing he was fueling an already 


out of control fire. 


Axl laughed, pulling a switch blade from his back pocket, opening it, then dragging the sharp edge of the blade 


down his victims chest. 


"You're still a pretty boy, aren't ya Slashy?" he said randomly. The look in his eyes told Slash the horrific 
story of what he could expect next. He could only pray that Axl would plunge that knife through his heart 
first. "Relax baby." 


Slash shuddered when a pair of soft lips attached themselves to his neck, sucking gently. 
"Like that, baby?" he asked, his teeth grazing bronze. 


Slash's eyes slipped shut and he tried to convince himself that everything was okay, and that he was not 
enjoying this. It felt good, amazing, but it felt wrong. Axl's mouth fell lower to suck a darker nipple between his 
teeth. 


"I can be a nice guy Slash." Ax''s lips moved against his skin. "Just give me another chance," he whispered, his 
hand finding a spot on his ex's hip. Soon that pair of lips moved lower, kissing a trail down Slash's stomach, 
stopping just above his jeans. 


Slash grunted and shifted beneath Axl, his body stirring to life. "I... I.. fffuck" His head fell backward. He was 
slowly falling into Axl's trap again 


"Just give me a chance. | still love you Slash. | could give you anything you want. Just one more chance, baby. 


Please?" His mouth was working wonders on his belly button 
With his eyes closed and his body crying for more sweet attention, he nodded, sealing his fate. 
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Axl grinned the most devious of grins before kissing his way back up Slash's body. "You won't regret this, | 


promise." 
"Get these off me, Axl" Slash shook the restraints on his wrists. 


Axl's smooth, pale skin looked just as soft as it ever did, and he longed to feel it against his rough hands. That 
flowing red hair still looked like silk, and he wanted to feel it between his fingers. His better judgment 


completely abandoned him, leaving him vulnerable and full of lust. 


Axl laughed playfully and nipped at Slash's ear. "How do | know | can trust you?" His hands moved up Slash's 


arms, gripping his wrists. 


Slash squirmed beneath the smaller body, grinding his growing erection into Axls hip. "I just wanna touch you. 
Get em off dammit!" 


Axl nodded and straddled Slash's waist, his hands frantically digging through his pocket for the key. His fantasy 
was finally coming true and all it took was a psychotic outburst and a kidnapping. He leaned forward to unlock 
the metal cuffs, his chest hovering over Slash's face. The guitarist's tongue darted out to lick the porcelain 
skin It had the same erotic taste that it did ten years ago. Axl giggled, finally getting Slash's hands free. The 
moment the metal left his wrists, Slash's hands flew to both sides of Axl's head, tangling his fingers in the sea 
of red silk. He crushed their lips together, his tongue forcing its way into Axl's warm mouth. his hands slid 


slowly downward over the singer's shoulders and down his back 


The lack of air forced them to part, panting and gasping for air. Axl dipped his head lower, kissing Slash's neck. 
| missed you Slash," he whispered. 


Slash swallowed hard. He wanted to say something profound like, ‘| missed you too, or 'I love you', but he 
couldn't. The words were there, but they wouldn't come out. Axl didn't seem to notice though. His seductive 
hands snaked between their bodies, making quick work of the zipper on Slash's jeans. The warm body left only 


long enough to remove the guitarists shoes, jeans, and briefs. 


Slash closed his eyes, the cool air conflicting with his warm skin. He heard Axl pop the top on a bottle of lotion 


somewhere beside of him, and he knew without looking that he was preparing himself. His mind began to race. 


His body begged for the intimacy that only Axl could give him right now, but his mind was somewhere else. He 


heard the same voices he heard earlier, but now they were clearer. 
"No, Izz. ts not your fault" 

"Yes it is. Everything was so.. real, but now he's gone.” 

"We'll find out whats going on dude, don't worry." 

"What if he still hates me?" 

"How could anybody hate you, zz?" 

"How could anybody love me?" 


He slowly faded back into the moment, and almost jumped at Axl's sudden closeness. His lips were against his 


ear, and his hand was stroking his own cock 


"You make me so hot Slash, | love you." He kissed the guitarist's lips softly before sitting back on his heels, 
continuing to stroke himself. Slash felt himself harden instantly, and his anxiety dissipate. 


"You're so sexy." Slash got to his knees in front of the singer. 


Axl smiled and lunged onto his lover, their mouths tangling in a sloppy kiss. They rolled around on the bed, 
holding on to one another like star crossed lovers. Without a word, Axl got to his knees and positioned Slash's 
legs so that he could press his leaking cock against his tight entrance. Slash reached out for Axl's hand, 
wanting to link with him some other way. The pain was immense, but Slash knew it would all be worth it soon 


“Touch yourself Slash. | wanna watch," Axl whispered. 


Slash grinned and did as he was told He untangled his free hand from his dark curls, sliding it down his 
stomach to wrap his calloused fingers around his own aching cock Axl had always been a freak, and frankly 
Slash missed being his obsession. Axl buried himself in Slash's tight warmth, allowing him time to adjust to his 
size before moving. Axl reached down with his free hand and placed it over Slash's on his cock. His hips set the 


rhythm, and they moved together. 


Axl angled his thrusts so that the head of his cock hit Slash's prostate each time, sending sparks of electricity 


down his spine. His inner walls tightened around Axl, increasing the pressure. 


"Axl, lm.. fuck." Slash's eyes slipped shut as his seed spilled out over the two men's hands and his own 


stomach. 


Axl grunted and slumped forward, emptying himself into Slash's body before pulling out. His orgasm had 


exhausted him, and he fell forward onto Slash, his head fitting perfectly between his head and shoulder. It was 
awkward. They both lay there, not knowing what to say or do. Slash wrapped his arms around the slender 
man's waist, moving one up to the back of his head. Axl kissed his shoulder gently, his fingers toying with his 
wild raven locks. The redhead shifted, feeling the sticky substance between them. His eyes fell upon the wound 
he'd inflicted on Slash's cheek earlier. His fingers trailed gently over it, kissing the dried blood. 


"| love you, Slash," he whispered gently, nipping at his chin 
Slash remained quiet, tightening his arms around Axl's body. 
The singer nuzzled Slash's hair. “Tell me you love me." 


Slash's heart was beating in his head. He wanted to say those words more than anything, but he couldn't. He 
heard a warm voice, a sad voice, one full of heartbreak. He knew immediately it was one he cared for very 


much. 
"He doesn't love me, he probably never did Stevie. I'd give anything just to hear him say it one more time." 


Slash's eyes grew teary. "I love you," he paused, watching Axl drift off to sleep, "Izzy." 


Scott slid into an elevator just before it closed. He pressed the correct button and waited impatiently. To his 
left was a family with a little girl, maybe b or 1, all eyeing him and crowding as far away as they could. He 
smiled wryly and the father simply nodded. The bell chimed and Scott almost cheered. 


"Sorry | took up your oxygen, asshole," he muttered continuing on his way down the hall. 


He couldn't wait to just hold Duff. He knew it would make them both feel better. His nerve was wearing down 
the closer he got. Could he muster the courage to tell Duff that he loved him and wanted nothing more than 
to spend the rest of his life with him? He doubted himself severely. He could see Dave disappear into his room 
up ahead. 


"Fucker," he mumbled, still pissed off for being yelled at for no apparent reason 


He passed up his own room, Slash's, and Matt's before he found himself at Duff's door. He didn't know how this 
was going to go, but he had to do it. He closed his eyes before his shaky hands grasped the doorknob. He 
shoved the door open, stepping into the room. The light was dimmer, and it took him a second to adjust to it. 
He saw Matt and Duff sitting on the bed, Duff crying into Matt's shoulder. 


"Scott!" Duff exclaimed, tearing away from Matt and running to meet him. He almost knocked Scott over when 
he reached him. He wrapped his arms around him and buried his face in the singers shoulder. Matt stood, 


watching them with a smile on his face. 


"Miss me?" Scott asked, his voice trembling from the cold. He felt Duff nod and tighten his embrace. The 


singer kissed the mass of blonde curls and closed his eyes. He knew this is where he belonged. 


"God Scott, you're fucking freezing.” The blonde stepped back, his hand now on Scotts cheek. "I'll go get you a 
towel." Duff disappeared into the bathroom, and Scott couldn't help but admire his body as he went. Those 
jeans looked like he was poured into them, and his body was that of a Greek God. 


Matt crossed the distance between them, stopping to put his hand on Scott's shoulder. "Go for it, man" He 
winked, and disappeared out into the hallway. 


Scott didn't have time to ponder Matt's words. Duff returned with a pair of jeans, a t-shirt, and a towel. He 
dropped them on the bed and turned to Scott, pushing his leather jacket off his shoulders. 


"What happened?" he asked, pulling the soaked white t-shirt out of Scotts pants to jerk it over his head. 


Scott watched every move Duff made, mesmerized. He couldn't speak His heart was pounding in his head, 


drowning out every other sound in the world. 
"Scott? You okay?" 
Scott blinked, finally registering that Duff was speaking to him. "Oh, umm... | couldn't get a cab, so | walked" 


Duff shook his head, noting how thoroughly soaked Scott's jeans were. He went for Scott's belt but quickly 
drew back. "Umm, here," Duff handed him the shirt and the jeans, "they might be a little big on you, but--" 


Scott stopped the blonde's nervous rambling by taking both of his hands in his. Eye contact was made, and it 
couldn't be stopped. There was some unknown force pulling them together, and it could not be explained. Duff's 
eyes moved from Scott's lips, back to his eyes. The bond had been established. Scott tilted his head slightly, 
and they both moved inward slowly until their lips barely touched. The contact was gentle and warm, and it 
was what both of them had been wanting for a long time. Duffs heart was pounding in his chest. Scott leaned 


in and added pressure. 
Suddenly there was a loud noise, something piercing that couldn't be ignored. The two tore apart, looking around 
nervously. The door flung open, banging against the wall. Dave flew in, bracing himself against Scott. He was out 


of breath and shaking like a leaf. 


"God, Dave what the fuck--" Scott began, but Dave's knee's buckled and Scott went down with him. Duff 
kneeled beside of them, his hand on Dave's back. 


"What is it Dave?" Duff asked. 


The guitarist swallowed hard before looking up pitifully into Duff's worried eyes. "Matts been shot." 


"No, Izz. Its not your fault," Steven said, massaging the brunette's shoulders while he swiped the keycard to 


their new hotel room. 


"Yes it is." He pushed the door open, shrugging his jacket off. "Everything was so real, but now he's gone." He 
sat down on the edge of the bed, burying his face in his hands. 


They'd agreed to get a room after almost 8 hours on the road. It had been daylight for several hours, but 
neither of them knew exactly what time it was. Izzy's nerves were a wreck. He hadn't been able to get a vision 
since the first. He was starting to doubt the visions credibility. Could it have been just a dream? 


"We'll find out what's going on dude, don't worry." Steven sat down behind him, his fingers returning to Izzy's 
tense shoulders. The guitarist leaned his head back and sighed, his body trying to relax. 


"What if he still hates me?" he asked randomly, shrugging Steven's hands off and turning so that they were 
facing one another. He had that puppy dog expression on his face, and his deep enchanting eyes were filled with 
pain. 


Steven's heart melted instantly and he reached out petting the side of his face. "How could anybody hate you, 


|22?" 


Izzy shook his head. "How could anybody love me?" 


Steven sighed and shook his head before leaning forward to kiss Izzy's cheek. He didn't quite know what to say 
to comfort his friend, but he knew sometimes actions speak louder than words. He'd never seen Izzy so upset, 
so this had to be real, right? What they both needed was rest and plenty of it. If they were going to turn the 
US. upside down searching for Velvet Revolver that is. 


"C'mon zz, lets watch some TV and get some rest. Concentrate on something else for a while, okay?" He stood 


pulling back the covers on the full sized bed. 


Izzy looked at him blankly before smiling. Steven always looked so comical even when he wanted to be serious. 


He was the perfect remedy for a broken heart sometimes. "I'll try.’ 

The brunette climbed beneath the covers, snatching the remote from the bedside table. Steven, instead of 
simply walking around to the other side, climbed right over Izzy to dive beneath the covers with him. He folded 
his arms behind his head so that he could see the television Izzy flipped through the channels, not really 
looking for anything, but hoping Steven would see something he liked. 


"Oooh Golden Girls!" Steven exclaimed sitting up on his elbows. 


Izzy eyed him cautiously. "Dude, you watch the Golden Girls?" 


Steven blushed and laid back down. "No, | was just joking." 


"Uh huh. Then why are you blushing? Hmm?" Izzy pinched Steven's already pink cheek before turning his 
attention back to the TV, avoiding the Lifetime network. 


"There's nothing on Stevie. Lets just turn it off," said Izzy tossing the remote at the drummer and turning 


over, ready to sleep. 


"Hang on. | wanna see what the weather says for tonight." Steven flipped through until he found a weatherman 
just finishing his report. "Damn! Missed it! Oh well, guess we'll have to go metal band searching in the rain" 


"| don't care," Izzy mumbled, sleep overtaking his senses. 


"And in other news this morning, we take you to news channel b's own Carissa Jenkins, live in Miami Florida 


where this morning's top story took place only a few hours ago. Carissa?" 


"Yes Bob, breaking news here in Miami, Florida. The police here have been searching all morning for a superstar. 
Saul Hudson, better known as Slash to rockers around the world, was kidnapped late last night just after his 
band, Velvet Revolver, finished their concert." 


Steven sat up, covering his mouth. "Fuck." 
‘Oh my God," Izzy whispered, now sitting. He suddenly felt weak and nauseous. 


"We were unable to get an interview with the police this morning to answer some of our questions, but we did 
speak with detective Kenneth Baxter just after this horrific crime occurred. Bob if you will, please roll that 


interview.” 


"We've spoke with the other band members, and they were pretty shaken up, but we do know who actually 
kidnapped Mr. Hudson. Unfortunately we are unable to pinpoint their location at this time. | spoke with Mr. 
Weiland and he along with persons present at the time of the crime identified the perpetrator as William Bailey, 
better known to the public as Axl Rose." 


Izzy was already crying hysterically. Steven pulled him in his lap and held him tight, never taking his eyes off 


the screen. No wonder Izzy's vision was so real, because it really happened, 


"Thanks, Bob. It's no secret that William Bailey and Saul Hudson have had a shady past. Slash was once lead 
guitarist for Axl Rose's band, Guns n Roses. Now Slash was taken at gun point, but not after two other 
members of the band were threatened. Scott Weiland, the front man, and Duff McKagan, bassist, were also put 
in danger. Now Bob, from what we could gather from Detective Baxter earlier was that it is believed that this 
was an inside job. Scott Weiland was questioned last night, but released. No word yet on whether he is a 


suspect at this time. Back to you Bob." 


Steven tightened his grip around Izzy's shaking body, rocking him and whispering anything he could to sooth 
him. Now they knew where the rest of VR was, but now the question is: Where is Slash and Axl? 


"What if he killed him?" Izzy's tears streamed down his face, his heart literally broken once again 
"Shhh, Its okay lzz" 
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**Maybe | just don't know what to think anymore. | love you, and | hate you, and | love you again. | want to 
love you so much, but | just don't know if | can still do that. Why did you have to change? My beautiful angel, 
how did this happen? | remember that time when you stayed with me those few days when | kicked the drugs. 
You were so kind and so gentle, so different. You started to change, and you started to hurt me. You made me 
this way, you know that? You made me afraid to be alone. That's why | fell in love with him. | did love him, and 
honestly | think | still do. He hates me by now, I'm sure. | just want this to work so bad. | don't want to be 
alone anymore. The band can make it without me. Dave has been on my back for weeks. My guitar playing isn't 
good enough for him. He wants to play lead anyway. He'd be happy, and Scott will take care of Duff. If | can't 
have the one | want, then | can make this work. Maybe you're right, angel. Maybe you really have changed. | 
can only hope so. ! want you to be that man that held me as | cried piteously on the floor. | want you to be 
the one who held my hair back as | threw up. | just want you to love me, and not hurt me again. | imagine | 


will love you too. Ill take time, but | think | can love you again** 


Slash had been awake for nearly an hour, just watching Axl sleep. He looked so peaceful laying there, so 
innocent, so unlike himself. For a moment that sea of red silk turned to brown. Slash could've sworn he had 
Izzy in his arms, but that dream quickly disappeared when Axl raised his head up, rubbing the sleep from his 


swollen eyes. 

"Morning," he mumbled kissing Slash's neck 

Slash remained quiet. He was almost disappointed that the figure he was cuddled up to wasn't Izzy. He watched 
the smaller man sit up to straddle his waist, stretching his arms high above his head. His ribs protruded 
slightly, but not as much as they used to. Nothing was like it used to be. His hands moved to touch the soft 
porcelain, definitely different. Axl yawned and dismounted the guitarist, crossing the room in all his naked glory. 
Slash avoided looking at his body. It made him feel oddly guilty. 


"Want a beer?" he asked, digging through the mini-fridge. 


Slash looked up to see his backside in the air while he searched. He quickly looked away, his hands starting to 


tremble. His stomach was churning and he felt nauseaus. "No thanks." 


Axl shrugged, popping open his own can "Suit yourself” 


He turned the can up, chugging its contents quickly before smashing it between his hands. He tossed it on the 
floor, wincing as it hit a pile of broken glass, scattering it across the carpet. He patted his stomach and looked 
around the room before disappearing into the bathroom. He flipped the light on and paused to check his 
appearance in the mirror. He noted the dark circles under his eyes and made a mental note to buy some 
makeup. His hair looked stringy and greasy which was understandable. He hadn't showered in several days. He 
smelled like sex and Slash, and he loved it. He smiled before opening the medicine cabinet, scanning its contents 
before carefully taking the small orange bottle of pills in his hands. He turned it a couple times before pressing 
his thumb against the lid, ready to pop it open. 


"| think l'm going to be sick," Slash mumbled, his hand over his mouth as he brushed past Axl. 


The singer placed the bottle on the counter and closed the cabinet, watching Slash kneel in front of the toilet. 
"Poor baby." He got to his knees beside of him, holding his hair back while the guitarist spilled his guts. 


‘God this feels oddly familiar. Is it really you, angel?" Slash thought. 
"Is okay baby, l'm right here." Axl kissed the darker man's shoulder rubbing his lower back soothingly. 


Slash saw a flash of light, and he wondered if he was dying. The answer came to him quickly. He fell back 
against the bathtub, his head resting against the cool tile. His eyes slipped shut just as the voices began again. 
This time everything was much different. He could see them just as if he was in the room with them. 


"Stevie, I'm gonna be sick." 


Slash watched Izzy tear himself from the pitiful heap of tears he'd been lying in to run to the bathroom, 
almost exactly as he had just done himself. He watched the brunette throw up while Steven petted him, almost 
just as Axl was doing to him now. There was a moment of confusion. Had Izzy moved on without him? Had he 


found a future with Steven? 
"Please don't cry Iz. It'll all be okay.” 


The blonde had pulled Izzy into his arms on the bathroom floor, rocking him back and forth, kissing his 
forehead. A tear rolled down Slash's cheek. He felt his heart melting inside his chest. He didn't know what had 
upset Izzy so terribly, but it was obvious where he stood. He was right. Izzy had forgotten all about him. 
Steven had taken his place, and maybe it was for the best. Steven wouldn't cheat on him or break his heart. 


Maybe he could give Izzy the life that he wanted. 
"Slash, baby, are you okay?" Axl was shaking him gently, his face contorted with concern 


Slash opened his eyes as the voices faded. He had a glazed look on his face, and his mouth had gone dry. He 


was angry and heart broken at the same time. How could Izzy move on without him? 


"|... | think so." Slash leaned forward, taking a closer look into Axl's eyes. 


"Don't scare me like that, okay?" He stood, filling the glass on the counter with water and handing it down to 
his lover. Slash took it and downed it instantly, handing the glass back. Axl offered his hand, and Slash quickly 
took it. The redhead pulled him to his feet, pressing their still nude bodies together. He wrapped his arms 
around Slash's neck and buried his face in his hair, kissing and nipping at his neck. 


"How about a hot shower?" He pulled back long enough grin devilishly. 


Slash smirked as Axl moved behind him, moving his hair to lick the back of his neck. Slash shivered and felt his 
body stirring to life once again, and his anger toward Izzy rising. He laughed and stepped into the shower. Axl 
followed him, smacking his ass before pulling the curtain, turning on the hot spray. 


The past ten hours had been the hardest ones in Scott's life. He couldn't compare this to his previous drug 
problems, or his struggle to stardom. Nothing was this painful. He felt as though he was losing everything 
slowly, and it wouldn't be long until he lost Duff too. He didn't know how to make it stop. The situation was 
spiraling out of control, and all he could do was dream about Duff's touch, Duff's kiss, just Duff. He felt 
terribly guilty. His best friend was at the mercy of a psychotic maniac, Matt could be dying, his friendship 


with Dave was strained, and worst of all, he couldn't muster the courage to tell Duff that he loved him. 


He looked up to see if Dave was still with the FBI. They took each of them for questioning outside except for 
Duff. He was too hysterical, and Scott wouldn't let them torture him anymore. He finally fell asleep in the 
singers arms, those soft lips barely touching his neck Scott smiled softly and brushed his fingers through his 
sea of blonde, wondering what was going on in that beautiful head. 


His eyes wandered back to the window to see the agents packing up their documents and disappearing into the 
maze of cars dotting the parking lot. Dave threw down his cigarette before entering the building. He strode 
quickly through the rows of seats to occupy the one beside of Scott who eyed him expectantly. 


"What?" the guitarist asked with a hint of aggravation in his voice. 
"What did they say?" 


Dave sighed and leaned back in his chair. "Apparently someone paid off the cops and had all the guards pulled 
out of the building.” 


Scott shook his head and cursed under his breath. Apparently Axl had someone else helping him set his sick 
little plan into action. It was all so clear to Scott, but he couldn't say a word. The entire scheme was playing 
out so perfectly. Axl kidnaps the man of his dreams, has someone else working to take off the remaining 

members one by one, and whilst doing this framing Scott. He made it impossible for Scott to tell the FBI this 


little piece of information, too. How long would it be until Axl's partner came back for the last former Guns 


member, Duff? Was that indeed part of his plan? 


"Scott, dude you can tell me anything. You know that... right?" Dave asked suddenly, his hand clenching the 


singers knee. 
Scott eyed his friends hand, then glared at him. "Dave, you don't honestly think--" 
"Hell Scott what am | supposed to think?!?" Dave stood, throwing his arms into the air. 


The sudden change in Dave's voice awakened the sleeping blonde. He looked around the room, momentarily 


forgetting where he was. He squinted his eyes and rubbed the final remnants of sleep from them. 
"Matt okay?" he asked, stretching his muscled arms above his head. 


Scott wanted to answer him, to tell him everything was fine and that this was all a bad dream, but another 
outburst from Dave prevented that. 


"IFs just so obvious, man, and even the FBI sees it! | don't know if | can trust you! Why didn't Axl shoot you 
Scott? Why?" 


"Dave calm down" Duff stood reaching out for his friend, but Dave caught his wrist pulling him away from 


Scott. Duff jerked his arm away, but Dave quickly recaptured it. 
"Don't trust him Duff. First Slash, then Matt, then it's you and me--" 
"Dave you're way fuckin outta line, man!" Scott stood pointing at him for emphasis. 


Duff simply stood there, looking between his two friends. Everything that Dave said made perfect sense. He 
didn't want to believe it, but what other explanation was there? Scott had been put at the top of the list of 


suspects, and as much as Duff wanted to love him, he had to follow his heart. 


"Honestly Scott!! Do you expect any of us to believe that you spent all that time walking back to the hotel? 
This is fuckin Miami! There are cabs all over the place! You paid those cops off you psycho bastard!" Dave 
was in hysterics. He refused to let go of Duffs wrist, and the most frightening part was that Duff wasn't 
trying to free himself anymore. They backed through the sliding doors and out into the parking lot. Duff 


refused to tear his eyes away from Scott's. He was desperately searching for anything to make him stay. 


"Duff you'll be the one in there fucking dying next! Don't trust him Duff! Come with me, and we'll hide before 
he takes us both out!" 


Scott didn't know what to do. Somehow this whole thing got turned around and pinned on him in a hurry. He 
watched Dave step farther away, and with him went Duff. The singers heart was in his throat, and he could 
hear it beating in his head. He had to say something. Duff was slipping through his fingers for good. 


‘Is it true Scott?" the blonde asked, a tear slipping down his cheek. 


Scott stepped toward them, but Dave pushed Duff behind him. "Davel | didn't fucking have anything to do with 
it" 


"Run Duff! Run before he shoots you tool" Dave pushed him again. 
"Scott?" Duff's bottom lip quivered. 


Scott swallowed hard as Duff backed slowly away from him. He felt his pulse quicken, and sweat form in the 
palms of his trembling hands. 


"| didn't shoot Matt, and Im didn't help that fucker take Slash! | --" 
'Liar!l" Dave urged Duff farther away. 


Scotts expression remained unfaltering. His eyes held Duffs and held nothing but sincerity. He took another 


step forward, and swallowed the lump in his throat. 


"And | could never hurt Duff, I'm too in love with him" 


Steven had finally convinced Izzy to stop crying, and had managed to get him to lie back down. He'd hoped they 
would get at least a couple hours of rest before heading out to Miami, but that didn't seem to be what Izzy 
wanted. He was so tense, so nervous. He just laid there on his stomach, his arms folded in front of him and his 
chin resting on them. He'd been concentrating hard on Slash, trying to connect with him. He needed to feel his 


presence. He wanted to know he was alive, and that he needed him. 


Steven had slipped into the shower, knowing they'd be hitting the road sooner than later. He needed to sleep, 
but he wanted nothing more than to see his Izzy happy again. He took the time to towel dry his hair, leaving it 
shaggy, but fragrant and clean. He emerged from the bathroom, clad in only his jeans. Izzy didn't even look at 


him. He was too lost in his thoughts. The blonde sighed and tossed his jacket and t-shirt on the back of the 


chair, crossing the distance between them. 
"You okay?" he asked, climbing onto the bed. 
"My head hurts," the guitarist replied without bothering to move. 


Steven smiled and flipped his hair over his shoulder before straddling the smaller man's butt. He leaned 


forward to run his hands over Izzy's tense shoulders. 


"You've got to give it a rest, Izz. You're way too stressed out." 
Izzy sighed and turned to rest his cheek on his arm. "l'm just so scared I'm gonna lose him for good this time." 
Steven frowned and traced the picture on the back of Izzy's shirt. "We'll find him zz" 


That wasn't what he meant to say. He wanted to slap some sense into his friend. Slash broke his heart once, 
and for Steven that was one time too many. He'd managed to keep Izzy safe in his bubble for all these years, 
and Slash took him out of that haven without even showing up. Steven leaned down, resting his chest against 


Izzy's back and his head beside of the brunette's. 
"Would it be so terrible, lzz?" 


The guitarist turned, resting the other cheek on his arm so that he could look to Steven with confused eyes. 


"Would what be so terrible?" 


Steven smiled and ran his thumb over the little red circle lingering on his friends cheek. His eyes were so 
distant, but they were warm. They urged him to continue talking, but he just couldn't. It would only complicate 
things, and that was the last thing he wanted to do. He shook his head and raised back up, scooting down 
enough to tug Izzy's shirt out of his jeans. 


"Want me to take your mind off things a little?" He smiled and pushed the material up, exposing his warm skin. 


Izzy chuckled and moved to jerk the shirt over his head before returning to his previous position "Be good 


Stevie." 


"| don't like being good," he whispered, his hands moving over the expanse of pale sweet skin laid out before 


him. 


Izzy had always enjoyed his backrubs, and perhaps it was just the thing they both needed to satisfy their 


hunger. His fingers worked their magic on his lower back, slowly treading higher. 
"Then you don't have to be," Izzy replied in a muffled tone, his face buried in the pillow now. 


The drummer smiled and worked his hands into Izzy's shoulders, laying so that his bare chest was against 
Izzy's back. He always loved touching him, and he did so at every chance he got. It wasn't a rarity that the 
two of them would fool around, but Izzy never really knew what it meant to Steven. At the moment, it meant 
that he wanted to make Izzy forget all his troubles and have a moment of pleasure amidst the sea of pain 
he'd been swimming in. He knew the smaller man could feel his erection pressing against his backside. Steven 


moved Izzy's hair away from his neck, brushing it all to one side. 


"You just gonna let me be a bad boy?" Steven whispered before pressing his lips against the delicious skin on 


the back of Izzy's neck. 


"Mmm hmm," he replied arching his back. He wanted to say more. He wanted to lose himself in Steven's sweet 


embrace, but his mind had other plans. His entire body tensed causing the drummer to pause. 


"2z?" He knew exactly what was happening. He dismounted Izzy and sat beside him, praying this vision would 
bring about better news. 


Just as usual, there was a flash of light before the new room slowly came into focus. IT was dimly lit, and 
there were faint giggles and moans of pleasure coming from somewhere. He continued into the room to see 
steam rising from behind the shower curtain, and two distorted figures moving together. 

"Like that baby?" came one voice that Izzy quickly identified as Axl Rose. 

The curtain was open enough on one end for the guitarist to peek inside, and what he saw broke his heart. 
"Yeah, do it again," Slash replied, his arms wrapped around the redheads waist. 

Axl grinned and pressed his lips against Slash's, his hand sneaking between their bodies to grip Slash's cock. 
"Tell me you love me, again," Axl whispered. 

Izzy ripped himself from his vision. His heart was pounding, and it was broken in two. He sat strait up, shoved 
Steven away, and began pacing the floor. The tears were closing in on him quick, and his will to live was fading 


away ina hurry. 


"Izzy, baby what is it?" Steven stood and took Izzy's shoulders, watching as the shield slowly crumbled. "What 


did you see?" 

"Slash and Axl.. God Stevie--" 

"Izzy, talk to me!" Steven's voice sounded a bit more aggravated than he'd meant for it to. 

"They were... kissing in the shower..and that sick fuck was... touching him" At that moment Izzy collapsed 
against Steven. His entire revelation was for nothing. He'd rekindled his fire for Slash, and Axl had just dumped 
water on it. The stinging pain was there now, and it was crippling him. Izzy hid his face in Steven's shaggy 
blonde hair. "Slash told him he loves him." 


"Goddamn it," Steven growled, clutching his broken friend close to him, "I'll fucking kill him." 


"Just let me die, Stevie. Just let me fucking die." 


Chapter 8 


Author's Notes: 
| hope you all likes! | triedll I'm pretty happy with the way the Axl/Slash scene turned out.. lets me know 
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Chapter 8 


Axl crushed his lips against Slash's, pushing him back against the wall opposite the shower head. The steam 
rolled down Slash's chest, losing itself in the tantalizing crevices of his body. Axl's fingers trailed down his 
prey's stomach, stopping just above his cock. 


"Mmm, Axl. Touch me," Slash drawled, his head falling back against the cool white tile. 


Damp raven curls clung to the side of his face and neck giving him an exotic appearance. Axl brushed them 
out of his way and attached his lips to the freshly exposed skin of his lovers neck. His fingers crept lower to 
wrap around the guitarists leaking cock 


"Like that?" the redhead whispered, his soft lips moving against Slash's bronze skin. 
"Fuck, yeah." 
Axl giggled and pressed his own groin against his lovers hip, grinding into him. "Let me take care of you." 


Slash was prepared to put his hands behind his head and let Axl do just that, but the moment unexpectedly 
froze. The air hung heavily about Slash's nostrils, and it was difficult to inhale. He felt dizzy, so his eyelids 


slipped shut, leaving him in total darkness. 


Axl didn't even seem to notice. His lips busied themselves with the guitarist's neck while heated words of 
seduction were uttered in his ear. Then, just as before, the familiar flash of light streaked through his senses. 
Soon the unnerving darkness began to give way to a much lighter environment, yet an oddly quiet place. The 
only background noise Slash could identify was a faint radio and the gentle humming of a car engine. Slash 
squinted his chocolate eyes bringing his surroundings into focus. He could clearly see that he was in a car, 


occupied by two individuals other than himself. 
Is gonna be okay |zz." 


Slash recognized Steven's voice, and instantly his blood began to boil. He leaned forward to get a better look at 
the driver, following his arm until his eyes found Steven's hand gently patting Izzy's knee. Frowning, he leaned 


back and listened carefully to the brunette's broken voice. 

"How could he do this to me?" Izzy wiped a tear from his cheek. 

Steven shook his head and removed his hand, placing it back on the wheel. 

"lll never stop loving him, no matter what he does to me." The brunette focused on his nails as he spoke. 
Slash eyed the two men in complete confusion. What was upsetting his angel? 


"Ive never told anybody this, and | never even told Slash | knew," he said looking to Steven, "he cheated on me 
with Axl, a lot. I'm not fucking stupid, but | still loved him. | guess | just wasn't good enough--" 


"Dammit Izzy, get that out of your head right now. You're perfect and anybody who wants to dispute that can 
come find me. Got it?" 


Slash swallowed the lump in his throat, fighting back the hot tears that threatened to escape. 
"I just want him back," Izzy whispered. 


Slash took a deep breath, steadying himself before leaning as close to Izzy as he could. One trembling hand 
sought out the broken-hearted man's shoulder, but the instant that Slash's calloused fingers made contact the 
image shattered. He found himself back in the shower with a totally oblivious Axl Rose. 


Slash's mouth went dry, and his muscles tensed. His hands dropped from Axl's chest to rest against the cool 
tile behind his hips. Feelings of guilt, shame, sorrow, and a hint of desperation flooded his senses drowning out 


all previous convictions. 


**0h God. How can | do this? | hurt my angel, and he's crying for me. God why did | have to cheat on him? 
Why in the fuck did | make him feel like a piece of no good shit? I'm so fucking stupid. | fucking left Axl to be 
with Izzy, and then | fucked around with this psycho behind his back. He's not in love with Steven! And.. I'm not 
in love with Axl. | don't want to be in love with Axl. Hell, | don't want to be near him! I've got some serious 


thinking to do. ** 
"Axl," he pushed the singer away, "I can't do this." 


Slash tore away from Axl's possessive embrace before he could protest. He snatched a towel and wrapped it 
tightly around his waist, exiting the bathroom. Distance was what he needed now, but it certainly wasn't what 
he received. Barely a minute had passed when the singer emerged from behind the battered bathroom door. 


Axl's eyes scanned the room momentarily, spotting his lover standing in front of the window, his back turned 
to him, and his mind a thousand miles away. The singer had to pause to admire his sheer beauty. Beads of 


water dripped from his raven curls, rolling over his back and chest. He wanted nothing more than to slap this 


ungrateful bitch, and tell him never to walk away from him again but decided against it. 
Axl approached him slowly, wrapping his arms around his slender waist. "Baby, what's wrong?" 


Slash cleared his throat and crossed his arms, keeping his eyes set on the traffic just outside the hotel. "I 
can't do it. | can't pretend that this is working." 


The singer clenched his teeth but capped his anger and redirected it in the form of affection, nuzzling the back 
of his lover's shoulder. He sighed and placed a gentle kiss on the dark flesh he found there. 


"| love you, Slash." The redhead continued his trail of kisses up Slash's neck before turning him so that their 
bodies touched. "Tell me you love me." 


Axl knew he had some convincing to do. He'd promised himself that this time Slash would not slip through his 
fingers, even if it meant resorting to his old ways. How dare this bitch think he had a choice. Axl's hands 
moved down Slash's smooth chest while nipping at his collarbone, all the while dark thoughts running through 
his head. He pictured his teeth sinking into that flesh, tasting his warm blood and that unappreciative bastard's 
limbs wildly thrashing about in a futile attempt to free himself from the tormenting pain. 


Slash's shield was failing him in the heat of battle. Of course all logical thought processes would disintegrate 
and abandon him in his time of need. One undeniable fact that Slash had to cope with was the abnormal power 


Axl Rose held over him. He truly is an aphrodisiac, and no therapy or medicine could cure him of his addiction. 
Axl sensed the tension thicken to an almost hazardous level. Slash's muscles grew taut beneath his fingers, and 
he became hesitant to even breathe. The redhead felt the weight of Slash's dark eyes upon him and drew back, 
locking their gaze. Slash had always hated seeing disappointment in those vast seas of green, and now it lingered 
there, haunting his every thought. 

"Axl... l--" 

"I love you Slash," he whispered, leaning up and pressing his lips ever so gently against his lovers. 

There was a hint of desperation in his touch, and Slash immediately detected it. There were no secrets among 


them and no possible way to keep one hidden. That same spark was there. The chemistry between them was 


definitely still there, but was it all one sided? 


Slash's eyes slipped shut. He was slowly, blissfully falling back into Axl's world. Those hands on his hips, those 


lips ever so gentle against his, their chests barely touching, it was all too much. 
"Say it, Slash," came a hushed plea. 


Axl's once gentle touch was changing. The grip he held on Slash's wrist tightened, and his teeth ran along the 
bulging vein in the guitarists neck. Slash knew he was Axl's property, his slave. If he knew Axl as well as he 


thought he did, not obeying his orders would land him a beating he'd never forget. 
"Fucking say it, Slash." 


Now his voice was a low growl, and Slash's entire left arm was going numb. He felt powerless to stop this 
vicious cycle. Breathing suddenly became difficult and his eyes refused to open at his commana. With a flash of 
light the scenery changed, and Slash suddenly found himself watching a familiar scene unfold. He remembered 
that night as if it were just yesterday when in all actuality it had been over ten years. 


On the floor lay a broken and battered young man crying quietly in a pool of his own blood. His face was buried 
in the carpet and his entire body rocked with sobs. Just above his head was a pistol, and a bloody hand crept 
slowly toward it. In the background music could be heard, but only softly. That song made his blood run cold 
just like it always did. 


**Your Cruel Device 

Your blood like ice 

One look could kill my pain, your thrill 

| wanna love you but | better not touch 

| wanna hold you but my senses tell me to stop 

| wanna kiss you but | want it too much 

| wanna taste you but your lips are venomous, Poison 
You're poison running through my veins 

You're poison 


| don't wanna break these chains ** 


Trembling fingers wrapped around the shiny black revolver, clutching it close to his chest. Slash could almost 
feel the pain seeping back into his system from that night. He and Axl had gotten into a fight, over what he 
couldn't recall. The beating he'd received had been especially harsh. A bloody switch blade lay just to his left 
where he'd dropped it after pulling from his flank. Axl had stormed out, making sure the gun was within Slash's 
reach. Now he held it close to him, needing the pain to go away. 


The door creaked open slowly and Izzy peered inside. "Jesus fucking Christ!" 


He burst into the room, kicking empty bottles out of his path, and fell to his knee's beside of the near lifeless 
body spotting the gun pressed to his chest. 


"Slash--" 
‘Izzy, it's gotta stop." 


Izzy assessed the damage, making note of the deep gash inflicted by the switch. His didn't argue with him. All 
Slash wanted that night was someone to understand him, to hold him and tell him that his pain was over. 


"That fucking son of a bitch. I'll fucking kill him," Izzy growled as he tore his own shirt off, using it as a 
bandage for the deep wound. 


"He-- he didn't mean to hurt me." His voice was weak, and it hurt to talk. 
"I wish that was true, for your sake." 


There was silence. He remembered every thought that ran through his head that night: Izzy's hair, his face, 
his kindness. 


Slash's head fell to the side, gazing up into Izzy's eyes. The brunette didn't care about the blood that had 
stained his jeans. His fingers linked with Slash's, and a soft kiss was planted on the now sanguine flesh. That was 
the last time Axl had beaten him, and it was also the first right that he spent in Izzy's arms. After that, Axl 


still controlled him sexually and mentally, but he no longer held a firm grip on his heart. 


The colorful memory slowly faded when Slash felt a most disgusting sensation His eyes slid open and sought 


out the source. 
"Don't forget Slash. | certainly haven't," Axl whispered. 


His chocolate eyes followed Axl's arm downward, until he found his fingers tracing the ever present scar left 
from that night. Axl's once peaceful green orbs now flamed with an unmistakable fire that said everything but 


‘| love you: 


| wanna love you but | better not touch 

| wanna hold you but my senses tell me to stop 

| wanna kiss you but | want it too much 

| wanna taste you but your lips are venomous, Poison 


You're poison running through my veins 


Dave looked between the two men, as confused as ever. He'd lost control over the situation, and he had to 
escape before it was too late. His fingers loosened their grip on the blonde's wrist, and he immediately jerked 
himself free. No one watched as the guitarist slowly crept away. He had plans, and they did not involve 


watching a romantic encounter unfold in a hospital parking lot. 


Duff's heart was beating inside his head, and his stomach had found a resting point in his throat. For a few 
brief moments, nothing else in the world existed but himself and Scott. Duff stepped up onto the sidewalk 
beside of the smaller man, looking down into his eyes. He could see his future there. He searched those orbs 
for anything hostile, but there was nothing hostile about them. Even the mystery was gone, and in its place 
lay nothing but affection and a pathway to his burning soul. 


"You... you're in love with me?" he asked quietly. 


Scott smiled and dropped his gaze to the concrete. "I guess this was the wrong moment, but | just couldn't let 
you go with him." 


Duff's expression mirrored Scotts, his own smile spreading across his lips while he tipped the singers chin up. 
I'm glad you didn't let me go." 


Scott had to pause to admire Duff's sheer beauty and innocence. His eyes were swollen and his hair was 
rather unkempt. Even at his worst, Duff was flawless. Scott watched Duff's gaze shift between his eyes and 
his lips and then return to his eyes. This was the moment he'd been waiting for. He didn't have to feel guilty 
for feeling the way he did anymore. 


"You're beautiful, Duff, and | don't think you're told that enough," Scott whispered, leaning in closer so that 
their lips almost touched. 


Duff felt an electrifying surge of energy spark through his body, stopping at his groin His mind was trying to 
process a million thoughts at once, but the one that continuously pushed its way to the top of the list: you're 


in love. 


"l-- god.. Scott... | love you too." The smile on his face said everything, and all tension between them faded to 
give way to something far more beautiful and enchanting. Scott tilted his head, and without a moments 
hesitation Duff crushed their lips together. The singer was in heaven, kissing his angel finally. Their tongues 
clashed before Duff gave up the struggle for control, completely leaving his fate to Scott. 


"| love you so much," the singer whispered, his lips moving against Duff's. His hands moved up the guitarist's 
lean body to hide beneath his golden hair, wrapping his fingers around it. 


"Excuse me, are you with Mr. Sorum?" 


Duff jumped away unintentionally and turned to identify the speaker. Scott mentally kicked the doctor for 
interrupting him while his dream came true. Duff nodded and stepped closer so he could hear the doctors 


news. Scott was surprised when the blonde reached behind him to take his hand. 


"He's out of surgery, but he's not awake yet" The doctor motioned for the two to follow him back into the 
building. 


"How-- is he gonna be.. okay?" Duff's voice was shaky, but he never let go of Scott's hand. 


"Thankfully the bullet missed any major organs or arteries although he did lose a lot of blood, so he will look a 
bit discolored. Its nothing to be alarmed about. We're giving him blood, and the next few hours will be the 
most important” He stopped in front of one of the wooden doors. "You may sit with him if you like, and if you 


have any questions just ring for the nurse.” 


Duff watched the doctor disappear down the hallway, not knowing if he really wanted to see Matt this way. 
He's always been the strong enduring one, and now he's helpless against the world. Duff sighed and fought back 


tears as Scott leaned in to nuzzle his neck. 
‘lm right here with you, okay?" 


The room was silent except for the gentle humming of the heater and the steady beeping from Matt's heart 
monitor. Duff's entire body tensed as his eyes fell upon the lifeless creature. 


"im right here," Scott reassured, taking the blonde's other hand and leading him into the room. Duff took 
Matt's cold hand into his, kissing it softly. 


The drummer's chest was rising and falling steadily, and his skin was almost purple, but the IV attached to his 
wrist pumped new life into his veins. His stomach was wrapped in a large white bandage stained slightly with 


crimson. 
"Matty," Duff whispered, a tear rolling down his cheek, soaking into the sheets. 
Scott ran his fingertips across the drummer's forehead. "You gotta pull through buddy. We love you." 


Duff looked up from the cold hand he held and sought out Scott's warm eyes. How could anyone accuse this 
man of any evil? The only thing he could be guilty of is stealing Duff's heart. 


"Scott?" 
Scott turned to Duff and stepped away from the bed. "Yeah?" 


"Will you hold me?" Those eyes couldn't be denied anything. Scott nodded and slid down the wall to rest on the 
cool white tiled floor. There was no need to ask twice, anything Duff wants, Duff gets. The singer held out his 
arms, and the blonde settled himself between Scott's legs, his head resting on his chest. He could hear Scotts 
heartbeat, and it almost disappointed him that he could be only human. The smaller man kissed the top of 
Duff's head before wrapping his arms around him, protecting him from everything that threatened to destroy 
his innocence. Both men were content just being close to one another; just as long as the world stood still 


everything would be alright. 


Dave was thankful that the two men were too caught up in one another to care about his quick exit. He had 
business to take care of and people to see. He slowed his car to a stop, rolling the tinted window down to check 
out his surroundings. This was definitely it. He'd been given orders to meet his boss half an hour from the 
hospital behind the pawn shop. Dave noted that he was alone so he checked his watch. He was right on time, 
and no one had shown up which made him a bit uneasy. 


He glanced in his rear view momentarily, and almost jumped completely out of his skin when a hand slammed 
down on the hood of his car. 


"Jesus!" he shouted, clutching his chest. He thought his heart was going to beat right out of his chest. 
"Did | scare ya?" 

"Fucker, just gimmie my damn money,” Dave cursed angrily. 

"Is it done?" 

"Look | fuckin took care of it, okay?!? Now gimmie my goddamn money man" 

| gave you pretty fucking clear orders Dave!" 


Dave glared at his boss. "Look I'll take care of him! Now gimmie my fucking cash! I'm flat fucking broke after 
paying those cops of fl" 


The dark haired man grinned and handed Dave a band of cash before folding his arms and leaning into the car. 


His dark locks brushing against Dave's arm as he counted his earnings. 


‘| want you to forget Matt, my problem is not with him. | want to see Duff McKagan dead" The tall man's 


eyes were dark and filled with fire. "Got me?" 
"Definitely." Dave winked before shoving the car in gear and speeding out of the empty parking lot. 


The devious assassin watched after Dave, pulling his long leather coat close to him. Revenge would be sweet. 
No one would humiliate him again, or deny him. No, you don't deny a man like him without paying a high price, 
and Duff would soon know that price. His fate would be carried out with the help of a disgruntled bandmate, 


Dave, and an unknowing Axl Rose. 


With a wicked smile spread across his lips, the mysterious man in black disappeared just as quickly and quietly 


as he'd arrived. 


They'd been on the road for about fifteen minutes, the two of them remaining oddly quiet. After Izzy had 
regained some composure following his latest breakdown, Steven refused to let this charade continue. They 
were headed home, back to New York where Steven could put his Izzy back in that safe little bubble and 
protect him there. 


"Stevie how could he do this to me?" 
Steven shook his head and removed his hand from its spot on Izzy's knee, placing it back on the wheel. 
"lll never stop loving him, no matter what he does to me." The brunette focused on his nails as he spoke. 


‘Ive never told anybody this, and | never even told Slash | knew," he said looking to Steven, "he cheated on me 


with Axl, a lot. I'm not fucking stupid, but | still loved him. | guess | just wasn't good enough--" 


"Dammit Izzy, get that out of your head right now. You're perfect and anybody who wants to dispute that can 
come find me. Got it?" 


"| just want him back," he whispered. 
‘Iz... all | want is for you to be happy. | just want to take you home, and protect you--" 
"| just want the pain to stop. If he's so in love with Axl fucking Rose then what can | do?" 


Steven looked over at his friend after stopping the car at a red light. "Forget him and let me take care of you. 


| can guarantee you'll never find my dick shoved up Axl's ass.” 


Izzy smiled, and it felt good. Laughter was the next step, but this was a process. Hating Slash for hurting him 
was going to take time, and loving Steven was going to take even more. Sure Steven is great, kind, handsome, 
and attentive to all his needs, but the fact of the matter is.. he's not Slash. Reality had to start sinking in 
sometime. Slash had fallen back in his old footsteps, and this time there would be no one there to bale him out 
when Axl jammed a switch in his side. That'll teach him for breaking Izzy fucking Stradlin's heart. 


Chapter 9 
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"Don't touch me," Slash whispered, his expression a mixture of hatred and raw fear. 


Axl laughed and flashed that malevolent smile he always used right before lashing out at the source of his 
anger. Those deft fingers left the unsightly scar and trailed up the guitarists body before stopping at his 


throat, inflaming visions creeping into his mind. 


"This is your last fucking chance, Slash. Tell me you love me." Axl's voice was now a low demonic growl and his 
eyes had turned almost black with animosity. Slash took a deep steadying breath, closing his eyes momentarily 
to gather his wits. What he wanted was not totally out of reach; Izzy was not in a relationship with Steven. Axl 
hadn't changed, and maybe he never would That wasn't a chance Slash wanted to take. Scanning through his 
vocabulary for the proper words to use in this situation, his eyes wandered the room. There was no escaping 
without going through Axl Rose first, and that in itself was a feat. He knew the singers every weakness, and 
exactly how to push his buttons. Slash grew more infuriated the longer those hands touched his body and 
those eyes stared strait back at him. his nerves were frayed, and the time for action had arrived; it was now 


or never. 


"Go to hell Bailey," the guitarist uttered, sealing his own fate. He knew what was to happen next, and he 
anticipated it. It was his only means of catching Axl off guard and possibly making a break for freedom. His 
eyes slipped shut, awaiting the first blow, expecting the inevitable. 


Axl chuckled, knowing Slash had made up his mind. The young man in all reality was just as stubborn as the 
singer himself, and Axl knew that. He realized that Izzy Stradlin had made a fool of him without even saying a 
word. How dare anyone deny Axl Rose. Slash refused him, and that could not be tolerated. This ungrateful bitch 
would pay the ultimate price if he didn't succumb to his desires. Taking his life couldn't be too hard when 
there's a loaded gun less than five feet away. 


"Ya know, | never really wanted to kill you. | just wanted to control every aspect of your pathetic life," Axl 
hissed into Slash's ear. "| only wanted to make you beg every time you did me wrong. Yeah, I'm your God Slash. 
I'm your fucking God!" Axl's hands flew to Slash's neck, his nails digging into the now flushed skin 


"Axl-- please--" 


The singer forced Slash backward until he bumped into the bed. He shivered when the redhead ran his tongue 
down his throat taking the time to lap up the tiny trickle of blood that had managed to escape the crescent 


shaped wounds. 


"You used to love it when I'd touch you. What does it do for you now? Huh? Does it piss you off?" Axl paused 
to slap the guitarist across the face, sending him sprawling on the bed behind him. His hand instantly flew to 
his burning cheek. The anger that had risen up in him before had deserted him, leaving him vulnerable and 
terrified. There was no one to save him now; Izzy had no clue where he was, and neither did the rest of the 
world for that matter. He attempted to sit up but Axl straddled his waist, pinning him to the mattress. Slash 


considered fighting back, but he'd learned a long time ago that Axl would never lose. 


"Does it make you sick when | kiss you? Hmm?" The redhead leaned down and placed his lips against Slash's, but 
the guitarist tensed, earning him another blow to his face. "You want me to stop? Beg me, bitch. As much as 


I'd like to fuck your brains out right now, watching you beg would fucking turn me on just as well." 


Slash's breathing was coming to him in quick gasps. Axl's hands ran up and down his body, making him more 
than a little uncomfortable. He closed his eyes, praying that he could lock onto Izzy. Only he could save him 
now. 


Hot tears threatened the remains of his dignity when his lips formed a hushed plea. "Please, don't hurt me 


anymore." 
Axl threw his head back laughing hysterically. "Slash... you just don't get it, do you?" 


Slash's body had broken out in a cold sweat. His knuckles were white from gripping the sheets beneath his 
body, and sharp pains ran through his jaw. He knew the worst was yet to come. Perhaps this time Axl would 
kill him and stop the pain. It would be the first unselfish thing he'd done. Slash could hear voices faintly playing 
through his head, but before he could lock onto them the redhead leaned down to whisper in his ear. 


‘Izzy is not going to save you this time. l'm all you have, Slash. Now apologize and tell me you love me." His 


voice was broken and those wiry fingers wrapped around wild raven curls. 


‘lm sorry, please don't hurt me, please," Slash whispered. The levy had broken and a single tear rolled down his 


cheek. Those words refused to pour forth from his vocabulary. 


"You know what, Slash?" Axl leaned over to graze his teeth over the pulsating vein in the guitarist's neck. 
"You're so beautiful, the way you are in my mind, blood dripping from your mouth while you choke on it, and 


your skin so white and cold." 
"Please stop, please." The tears were streaming now, and he knew that he was losing his grip. 


"You've got these marks, | made them. Claw marks, down your chest, and on your thighs," Axl paused to trace 
the line of the imaginary red marks down the desperate man's stomach, "and you've got bloody hands. Mmmm 
God you're fucking beautiful” Axl leaned down burying his face in Slash's shoulder, nuzzling his neck while 
grinding his erection against his thigh. 


‘Izzy, dammit where are you?" Slash uttered through clenched teeth, his arms limp at his sides. 


"You fucked up with him. He doesn't care about you. No one cares about you like | do," Axl growled, sinking his 
teeth into the sensitive skin surrounding Slash's neck, "mmm baby you taste so good." 


Slash's strength reserve had been depleted. Axl had a way of doing that to him every time, terrifying him to 
the point of exhaustion. His head fell back against the mattress as Axl slithered lower, dragging his lips down 
his chest as he moved. The singers lips left a smeared trail of blood in their wake and his nails followed right 
behind leaving new stinging red marks. Slash hissed through clenched teeth but knew better than to say 
anything else. He whimpered when a finger tipped his chin down, forcing him to see what was going on. Axl's 
haunting eyes watched him carefully while his tongue traced the fresh wounds. His teeth were stained crimson 


as well as his lips. 

"Tell me when it hurts Slash. | can't feel your pain, but | wanna hear it" 

"It hurts, so bad," Slash replied quietly. 

Just as he expected, Axl's eyes softened. There was remorse there, but it was being held back by the anger. 
Somewhere deep inside this demon, there was a crying soul that felt pain and love. That crying soul could 
distinguish the difference between the two, which seemed to be what Axl's shell was trying to understand. 
Slash watched in utter shock as those vergeful eyes filled with tears. The guitarist tried to ignore his pain, 


concentrating on his own, but Axl was... still is his weakness. 


"Slash..." was all he could say. His head fell against the raven haired man's stomach while his body rocked with 


sobs. 

Slash closed his eyes and prayed that this was all just one horrible nightmare. Of course it wouldn't be. The 
tears falling from the singers eyes stung the scratches on his stomach. He found himself at a crossroads 
once again. This dangerous game couldn't last forever, but he couldn't just walk away. 

‘I'm so sorry," Axl managed through his tears. "I didn't mean to hurt you." 

Slash took a deep breath and released his death grip on the sheets. His hands moved slowly, unsteadily 
downward until his fingers touched his damp hair. Everything felt so unreal, as if he were in some sort of 
alternate universe where nothing is as it seems. 


"| know you didn't mean it.” 


Axl looked up pitifully, as if he were the one who'd been abused. "I love you, Slash. You're the only one | ever 


loved" He crawled up into Slash's arms, burying his face in his wild damp curls. 


Slash knew he was telling the truth. Axl loved him, and there was no doubt he was the only one that could love 


him back. No one else could handle Axl, and he honestly didn't know if he wanted anyone else to try. Izzy was 
his one true love, and he'd give anything to have him back, but Axl couldn't live without him. How can someone 


walk away from that? 
"| love you so much, Slash." 


"Shhh don't cry, I've got you now. You're alright," he whispered, wrapping his arms tightly around the redhead, 
rocking him in his arms. Everything would be alright. 


"| love you too." 


Back in the hospital, the two musicians had been unsuccessful at their attempted nap. Instead they found one 
another desperate for the same thing: affection. Duff straddled Scotts lap, his lips attached to his neck, 
sucking gently at the tender flesh he found there. Scott moaned softly and allowed his hands the pleasure of 
exploring the expanse of the bassist's back beneath his shirt. His skin felt so soft and warm beneath his 
fingers. It was comforting to know that there was still something so beautiful and innocent left in this world of 


hate and disappointment. 
"You smell so good, Scott." The bassist moved down so that their lips touched when he spoke. 


Scotts hands moved slowly up the blonde's body until his fingers tangled in a sea of shaggy blonde hair, pulling 
him in for a heated kiss. His tongue quickly invaded Duff's mouth, exploring every crevice as if it were the last 
time. Duff moaned desperately, his hands bracing his upper body against the wall behind Scott's head. Their 
bodies were screaming for more intimate contact, but seeing as their best friend was laying in a hospital bed 
less than 5 feet away they deemed it immoral. Scott's hands stole lower until they found the growing bulge in 
the blonde's skin tight jeans. 


"Fffuck, Scott!" The bassist tore his lips free and threw his head back, letting out an animalistic growl. 

The two star crossed lovers were so caught up in one another, that they hardly noticed poor Matt regaining 
consciousness. The drummer's eyes slid open, and he grunted softly as a pain shot through his shoulder. 
Memories of the previous night began to rip through his mind like a hurricane, and he tried hard to block 
them. The next thought that entered his mind: Scott and Duff. Were they okay? 


"Mmmm Scott, I'm gonna fucking cum if you don't stop!" came Duff's voice followed by a playful giggle 
somewhere just out of Matt's field of vision. 


His eyes became easily comparable with dinner plates, and a wicked smile spread across his lips. He knew 
exactly what was going on, and he'd wanted it to happen just as much as Scott did. 


Matt groaned and rubbed his face with his good arm before making his awakened state known to his band 


mates. "Aww hell. I'm having that dream again," he whined. 


Duff's eyes matched Matt's earlier state of shock as he jerked Scott's hand out of his jeans. The two men did 
their best at looking somewhat presentable, but some things just couldn't be hidden. 


"Matt? You awake?" Scott asked. 


The drummer grinned when he saw them, especially the blushing bassist. "Hey man, don't let me interrupt or 
anything. | just wanted you to know a few things. One... I'm not dead, and two.. you guys sounded hot. | dunno 


what you were doing, but damn." 


Scott smiled and patted Matts shoulder, momentarily forgetting he'd just been through surgery. Matt winced 
and shot him an evil glare, but punched him playfully with his good arm. Duff watched their display, mostly 
concentrating on Matt. He was never one to show weakness. Matt Sorum has always been a strong person, one 
that you just can't keep down. Watching him now, seeing that he's only human, it put things into perspective 
for Duff. He knew he and Scott could be happy together, and that their career with Velvet Revolver could be a 


long and rewarding one, but not until this movie quality mystery had been solved 
"Matt, umm... did you." 

"Did | see who tried to blow my brains out, but missed horribly” 

Scott smirked. "That's poetic" 

"Did you?" Duff already had his suspicions, and he only hoped he was wrong 


Matt nodded and closed his eyes, seeing that haunting glare his would-be assassin sent him before pulling the 


trigger. "Dave, it was Dave." 

Scott cursed and turned away, looking angrily off into the distance. "Bastard" 

He could feel his blood boiling, and his pressure rising to an explosive level. Dave had set him up, and most 
likely had something to do with Slash's kidnapping. Scott ground his teeth together as his anger piqued. He 
punched the door with an offending curse before storming out of the room. Duff watched him go until he felt 
Matt's cold hand against his. 


"Go ahead. I'll be fine. Get that son of a bitch." 


Chapter I0 
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Slash had been laying there beneath the troubled singer for hours, watching the fiery orange sun slip 
gracefully across the sky. Night would be falling soon, and Axl still hadn't woke up. His dreams were haunting 
him though, and it broke Slash's heart. Before whatever force took over his angel, he'd speak of the horrific 
dreams that came at night. They were always about his father, and how he'd rape him or beat him when he 
wasn't the perfect son. It was a terrible thing for anyone to have to go through, especially someone so fragile. 


"|... | don't wanna..." 

Slash stroked his hair, trying to settle his nerves when his own were running rampant. He needed a cigarette 
and food. Neither of them had eaten in almost two days. The guitarist sighed and closed his eyes choosing to 
take the opportunity to gather his thoughts. He found himself wondering about Izzy, where he is, what he's 
doing. 

"No, please don't make me..." 

He glanced down at the conflicted redhead and tightened his embrace around him. It was a shame that someone 
so beautiful had such an ugly problem. He wanted nothing more than to tap into his thoughts, find what hurts 
him, and destroy it. 


"He doesn't deserve it, | wont.." Axl's pleas were growing frantic and his fingers dug into the sheets beneath 
his sweat dampened skin. 


Slash arched an eyebrow. It was almost as if Axl was arguing with someone. He wanted to wake his lover, but 
his curiosity wouldn't allow him to do so. 


"He'll die.. | don't want him to diel" Tears now ran down the redheads cheeks, stinging the scratches on Slash's 
chest. 


"Axl?" he whispered, growing uncomfortable. 


"He has to have his hands... | wont do it!" 


Slash's heart skipped a beat and his blood turned to ice within his veins. His suspicion about the subject of 

Axl's nightmare had been dead wrong. Someone, or something, wanted to destroy him and the easiest way of 
ending his life: taking away his hands. He closed his eyes, fighting back tears as he recalled the last time Axl 
had beaten him within an inch of his life. He'd stood over him, hands on his hips and a smug smile on his lips. 


Ill smash your hands up good, Slash. You'll never fucking play again, you hear me? Son of a bitch." 


Axl had avoided taking away the one thing that made him free that night, but tonight could be different. Could 
Axl actually have that much rage built up inside of him to do something of that magnitude? Slash sighed and 
flexed his hands. Living without the ability to disappear into his own lost world every time he picks up his 
guitar wouldn't be living at all. His heart was racing, and he wanted nothing more than to tear himself away 


and race through that door where there were people and families, where normal life took place. 

"No please, not-- | know | have to!" 

Slash whimpered, his entire body starting to shake. He had to get out of there before it was too late. 
Carefully, he slid his arm from beneath Axl's body before propping up on his elbows. He mentally mapped the 
quickest and quietest route to the door, noting his jeans in the corner. Right now wardrobe was not of high 
priority. Slash scooted to the edge of the bed and slid silently onto the floor. 

"Fuck," he mouthed as tiny shards of shattered beer bottle dug into his knees. 


"I'll do it, please just stop hurting mel” Axl cried. 


The guitarist knew his time was limited. He tucked the towel more tightly around his waist and stood. Placing 


one foot in front of the other, slowly and carefully, he made his way toward freedom. 


"Sssshit!" he cursed loudly as a large piece of glass pierced the bottom of his foot. Raven curls fell into his 
eyes as he peered over his shoulder to see the singer sitting up, aiming his gun directly at Slash's head. 


"Going somewhere?" 


Slash turned holding his arms out to his sides in retreat. He realized he'd just lost this battle, and judging from 
the fiery glare coming from Axl this would be his last chance. 


"Answer me, you stupid fuck!" he exclaimed, standing and stalking up to his victim, completely ignoring the glass 


embedding into his feet. 


Slash closed his eyes. He knew that no matter how this played out, he was likely to die at the hands of a man 

who proclaimed undying love for him. Before he could process his next thought he received a sharp knee to his 
stomach, doubling him over in pain. Axl grinned and tangled his fingers in the guitarist curls, taking the time to 
tear the towel from his waist before yanking him back upright. 


"You know better, you dumbass whorell" He hauled back and pounded Slash's forehead with the barrel of the 
small gun, sending him flailing backward into the bedside table. The lamp fell to the floor along with two pairs 
of handcuffs and the complementary hotel bible. Slash brought his hands to his head as he sank to the floor, 
blood dripping from the wound. Axl ignored him and calmly picked up the cuffs, closing them around the 
headboard of the bed. 


"Nobody leaves Axl Rose. Nobody!" He stalked across the room to take a long drink of Vodka, strait from the 
bottle before launching it at the crumpled, vulnerable man on the floor. The bottle narrowly missed his head, 


but the alcohol burned the various scratches and wounds on his body. 


"Please... Axl." he cried desperately, trying to cover his nakedness as he leaned over, resting his head beside 
the open bible. Slash felt helpless and broken as his stained fingers smeared crimson across the pages stopping 
just above a random verse. He could hear Axl yelling orders at him, but it sounded so far away. The guitarist 
wondered if he was dying, if he could be so lucky. His lips mumbled the words, somehow knowing that 


somewhere, Izzy hadn't give up on him. 


"Quit your bitching and get on the bed" Axl pointed the gun at him once again, and when Slash hesitated, his 
anger only heightened. "DO IT!!!" 


The guitarist drug his battered body onto the bed. He felt so used, so dirty. Axl was looking at him like some 
cheap hooker as he crawled onto the mattress beside of him. He pressed the gun into Slash's temple before 
pushing him backward. 


"Good boy," he whispered, reaching up to lock the cuffs around his wrists. "Don't talk, just do what | tell you to 


do and they won't make me do it" 


Slash nodded and closed his eyes. His mind was in a thousand different places. Somehow he knew this would be 
his last day here on Earth. Memories came flooding back to him, and his life flashed before his very eyes. He 
saw his mom and dad, Duff , Matt, Scott, Dave, Steven, and finally Izzy. A tear slid down his cheek as he saw 
that face, his smile. He'd never get the chance to tell him how he felt now. Izzy was his salvation once, and like 
a lost sinner he drifted away from the one person who could bring him close to eternal happiness. Axl was his 
one and only true love, and nothing could ever change that, but love does have its boundaries and limits. It can 
be broken and tarnished, but it can never be discarded. Holding on to the things that make one feel nothing but 
pain and despair is more than a bit unhealthy and in Slash's situation, deadly. 


Axl leaned down and inhaled Slash's scent. "Mmm, they want me to kill you. | don't wanna kill you. | just wanna 


make you scream." 
"Please," Slash sobbed, "don't hurt me anymore." 


Axl's glare softened, but only momentarily. "I have to. | have no choice, now shutup and take it like the bitch 


you are." 


He moved to remove his own towel, tossing it somewhere behind him. Axl crushed his lips against Slash's, his 


desperate whimpers only heightening the demented singers pleasure. He ground his erection against Slash's hip, 
nibbling at his bottom lip. 


"You can't make me love you Axl, not this way," Slash whispered, his voice cracking. 


His words went unheard as the singer slipped down between his legs, propping them up on his shoulders. 
"Whimper for me, beg me to stop. Now you can cry, bitch!" 


Slash closed his eyes before Axl rammed his erection into his entrance. He cried out loudly, the pain so 
immense that he thought he was being ripped in half. Axl was all but gentle with him, his thrusts hard and 
fast and his nails clawing at Slash's thighs. 

‘Mmm, baby, you feel so good. Beg me, fucking beg me!" 

"You're hurting me! Please--" 

"Good boy." 

"Axl, stop pleasel!" 

One more violent thrust and Axl threw his head back, letting out an animalistic growl as he emptied his seed 
into Slash's bloodied hole. The devious grin he wore told that he wasn't quite done yet. He pulled out, and 
reached onto the floor for a pair of jeans, pulling them up over his hips but not bothering to zip them. He had 
much more important things to deal with at the moment. Slash watched him move across the room, trying his 
best to hate him and at the same time fearing him with all his heart. Axl opened the top drawer of the 
dresser, rummaging through its contents until he'd found what he was looking for. 

"Know what this is Slash?" He held the object up for his lover to see before moving in closer. "This is a blow 
torch. Its what they wanted me to use when | planned to burn Matt's arms to a crisp, but since he isn't 
here---" 


"NO! Axl NOI" Slash tore at the restraints, desperately trying to escape. He couldn't let this happen, not to him. 


Axl grinned and moved behind the bed where Slash's hands dangled helplessly. "I didn't wanna do it Slash, but 


they gave me no choice.” 
"Who is making you do this to me? Dammit Axl please not this!" 
Axl fell to his knees and gently kissed one of Slash's wrists. "The demons. They want you to die, Slash." 


"Axl there are no demons! Please listen to me, they're not reall" He winced as Axl lit the torch. 


“They'll hurt me again if | don't, Slash. I'm so sorry.” 


"Jesus Christ, Axll" The hot flame moved closer to his skin. "Don't listen to them! They don't love you, Axl! | do! 
Dammit!" He tugged at the restraints once more before the heat disappeared. The restraints were unlocked 
and his wrists freed. 


"Get dressed. We're outta here." Axl threw Slash's jeans in his direction before picking up the gun and keeping a 
steady aim at his lover. He had snapped and fallen into a realm far beyond sanity. The need to escape was so 
strong that it was choking him, and the demons were screaming so loud that he couldn't hear anything else. 
Slash had to die, and that was that. It was the only way to free himself. 

JER 


Duff hurried down the long hallway, dodging nurses and doctors in an attempt to catch up with his angered 
lover. He cursed when an aid pushed a stretcher out of one of the rooms, thus slowing him down even more. 
The bassist had never seen Scott this angry, and he was unsure how he'd react to such a disturbing piece of 
news. Whatever the reaction may be, he didn't want Scott to be alone. Duff peered over the aid's shoulder to 
see the singer duck into the men's room. He made a mental note to thank God for being tall, that is if he ever 


chose to actually pray. 


"Excuse me, sorry." He shoved past the uniformed man, almost tripping over his own feet as he slid between 
the wall and the stretcher. The episode earned him an odd look from the other occupants in the hallway, but 
he paid them no mind. Shoving the bathroom door open, he took a deep breath and calmed himself before 


letting it close behind him. 

"Scott?" He stepped around the first stall to see the singer leaning over the sink, blood trickling from the 
counter and dotting along the cream colored tile. Apparently the wall had done more damage to his knuckles 
than he'd done to it. 

"| fucking trusted that bastard," he whispered, not even bothering to look up. 

Duff stepped in closer, his eyes following the crimson trail. "We all did--" 

"Yeah, well | should've known better! | should've fucking known the bastard was trying to frame me." His eyes 
now burned and his voice echoed throughout the small room. He immediately regretted raising his voice to 


Duff, for he could tell he'd hurt him. Sighing he let go of the counter stepped in closer to the blonde. 


‘lm sorry," he raised his hand to brush against Duff's cheek, "its not your fault--" He paused when the 
bassist captured his bloody hand, his eyes growing wide. 


"Bloody hands..." he whispered. 


Suddenly the hand he held no longer belonged to Scott, and he wasn't in a hospital bathroom anymore. Panic 
instantly ran throughout his entire body as he recalled one terrifying night so long ago. 


"Izzy hurry! He's bleeding through the shirt!" Duff cried holding a broken Slash in his arms in the backseat as 
they sped to the hospital. 


‘lm trying, l'm fucking trying!" the brunette replied glancing in the rear view at the guitarist. 

"|. l'm gonna go to sleep... I'm so tired.." he whispered, his hand lingering at his side. 

"No, Duff don't let him close his eyes." Steven turned from his spot in the passenger seat to see his friends. 
"I wanna be numb... go back into my lost world He couldn't take it away..." 

"Slash? What's he talking about?" Izzy asked frantically as he made a hard left turn. 

The guitarist winced and clutched the wound at his side, coating his fingers in his own blood as a single tear 
slid down his cheek. "My hands, Duff, do you see them?" He held up both crimson stained hands, one touching 
the bassist's cheek. 

"Yeah, what about them?" The blonde took one of them, holding on tightly. 

"He promised me they'd never work again" His body began to rock with sobs. "Kill me, Duff" 

"Steven, what's he doing?" Izzy tried to look behind him, but nearly crashed into another vehicle. 

"Kill me, before he does. Kill me dammit!" Slash's fingers smeared blood across Duff's cheek. 

‘It's okay, we're okay Slash. Izzy and me and Steve are gonna take care of you. We're almost there..." 

"Duff? You okay?" Scott gripped both the bassist's shoulders, shaking him gently. "Duff?" 


"Scott." he whispered capturing his hand once again, his eyes glazed. "We've gotta find Slash, soon" 


The singer tilted his head in confusion stepping away to wash his hand. "We will, Axl can't be that hard to find- 


"No you don't get it. We have to find him, now! His hands.. when | saw the blood on your hands," Duff paused, 
his frustration evident, "Axl promised Slash that he'd make sure his hands never worked again, and Slash 
begged me to kill him before Axl did. You see?" 


Scott's expression changed quickly from one of pure anger to terror. If he knew Slash as well as he thought, 
suicide would be his choice before losing his hands. The police had no clue where Axl had gone, and neither did 


he or Duff. 


"First, lets go talk with Matt and the police, get Dave out of our hair, then we'll need some ideas." He stepped 
closer to his lover, pressing their lips together softly before taking his hand. 


"We're gonna get through this, | promise." 


Duff nodded and took a deep breath before following the singer back out into the busy hallway. "I hope you're 
right." 


Little did the two men know, they were not alone. As soon as the door clicked shut one heavy boot stepped 
down from the toilet followed by another. The lock slid back and the eavesdropper peered through the crack in 
the door. Certain that he was alone he stepped out, pulling his cell phone from his jeans pocket. His fingers 
dialed the desired number, and he fidgeted nervously, waiting for an answer. 

"Hello?" 

"Hey man, it's Dave," he replied keeping his voice low. 

"What's up?" 

"Bad news, Matt's not dead--" 

"What?!? | paid you thousands of dollars to what? NOT kill the guy?" 

Dave winced and held the phone away from his ear. "Umm, it gets worse boss." 


"Oh? How could things possibly get worse?" 


"Well, Matt told Duff and Scott it was me, and they're out there talking to the police right now, and I'm sorta 
trapped here. They thought | left, but umm.. I'm stuck in the bathroom. There are cops everywhere." 


"You dumbass!! How do you know they're turning you in?" 


The guitarist looked up at the sound of a police scanner outside. His nerves were frayed, and a cold sweat had 


broken out over his entire body. "They were in here talking——" 

"And you didn't kill him when you had the chance? lm starting to wonder why | even hired you" 

"Look D, there are cops everywhere. What am | gonna do?" 

There was a chuckle at the other end of the line that sent chills down Dave's spine. Something told him he'd 


reached the end of his rope, and that he was dangling dangerously off the side of the proverbial cliff. He began 
to question why he put money above the security of the job he had with Velvet Revolver. 


"Ya know something Dave? | don't care what you do. | was planning on killing you after you'd taken Duff out, 


but this is more amusing. | can watch you squirm on TV now. Enjoy Axl's money in prison, bitch!" 


Izzy groaned and rolled his head to the side. The scenery was passing by slowly and he could tell they were 
most likely back in the northern states. Traffic was stalled up ahead, and Steven sat with one hand on the 
wheel and the other massaging his aching temple. He blew an irritated sigh and leaned his head back into the 


headrest closing his eyes momentarily. 


‘lm sorry Steve," the brunette whispered, his heavy eyes filled with uncertainty. Something in the back of his 
mind was telling him he was making a mistake. Steven wanted to protect him more than anything, and Izzy 


wanted noting more than to go through hell and high water to find Slash. 
Steven looked to his friend, a small smile gracing his lips. "For what?" 


"Dragging you all the way down here, for nothing." Those last two words barely escaped his lips. He knew this 
was happening for a reason. Slash was somewhere out there, apparently wrapped up in Axl's arms kissing him 


and telling him he loves him. Why? 


Steven leaned over and pecked his cheek, tussling his hair before withdrawing. "| wanted to come, remember? 


I'm the one that's sorry lzz" 
lzzy cocked his head to the side, awaiting an explanation. 


"You didn't get the answers you were looking for, and the ones you did find hurt you and | couldn't make them 


go away.” 


Izzy shook his head and set his eyes back on the floor. Sure, he was grateful to have a friend like Steven, and 
possibly more than that, but he'd never be the same. Without his missing piece, he was nothing, and he'd 
never be again He almost couldn't believe that after all Axl had put him through Slash would take him back 
with open arms, just like that. It just didn't make sense. 


"We'll go home, and in a few days we can call Duff and see if they've heard anything. Okay?" Steven leaned 


over and tucked a stray lock of brown behind his ear. 

In the distance sirens could be heard, and all movement on the highway stopped. Izzy broke the gaze between 
them to search out the source. Two ambulances raced by followed by a fire engine. The red lights lit up the 
dim surroundings. Night was falling, and the giant orange sun was setting gracefully behind the Bell South 
tower. 


"Fuck, must be a wreck," Steven cursed leaning back in his seat. 


"lll see if | can find a umm..traffic report" There was a burning sensation in the pit of his stomach, dull pains 


shooting through his midsection, and a phrase repeating itself through his head: 


And God shall wipe away all tears from their eyes; and there shall be no more death, neither sorrow, nor 


crying, neither shall there be any more pain: for the former things are passed away. 

The tattered pages of a bible flashed before his eyes along with pieces of glass and blood smeared across the 
page. There was a card sticking out and part of an address could be made out. His lips formed the words he 
saw, Broad Street.. Georgia It was a start. 

He shook his head and flipped the radio on, turning the knob until he found a station that would come in clearly. 
Being in a strange city had disadvantages when it came to radio knowledge. He cursed flipping past a twangy 
country song, moving through a classic rock station where Motley played, and finally to a commercial. 


"Motley is classic rock?" Steven arched an eyebrow. "Damn | feel old" 


Izzy ignored him and tried to concentrate on his newest information. He felt the burning in his stomach 


intensify as morbid thoughts entered his mind. Could Slash be dead? Is that what the verse meant? 

"And now back to our program conducted by Dr. Michael Rodriguez-- Understanding Battered Wife Syndrome." 
"Jesus," Steven cursed leaning forward to change the station 

"Wait... Steve.." Something deep inside of him said to listen. 

"There are patterns associated with the condition as we discussed before. The severity, method of violent 
behavior, and the aftermath of such violent behavior not only for the victim, but the abuser as well differ 
from outburst to outburst" 

'Izz.. dude why are we listening to this?" 

"Steve..." 

"This pattern is known as "the cycle of violence." This is only one pattern found in violent relationships. The 
most common recurring pattern noted in many instances consists of long periods of time between violent 
battering episodes. The battered party, most often women, might have reason to believe during the period of 
time between outbursts that the violence will not recur, thus staying in the relationship. Periods as long as 


twenty-three years without violence have been discovered in scientific research..." 


Izzy's breath caught in his throat. Slash had to be alive, and he had to find him, no matter the cost. He 


crossed his arms over his stomach and took looked to his friend with a determined gaze. 


"Stevie, where are we?" 


"Umm, Tennessee | think Why?" 


"He's in Georgia, | know it. We've gotta get to Florida and get Duff and Scott. Axl's gonna do it this time." 
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Chapter Il 


Axl's jaw was clenched tightly as he tried to ignore the voices, all tearing him in different directions. His eyes 
watched the battered man slowly roll of the bed. Slash clutched his stomach and grunted as he reached for 
his jeans. His vision was blurry and he felt dizzy. In fact, he wasn't even sure if those were his pants, but 
nonetheless he stepped into them, one painful step at a time. He bent over to pull them up, wincing as pain 
shot through his backside. Slash stifled a cry and pulled them gingerly over his hips, buttoning and zipping 
them. Axl had already slid into his boots, and had kicked some over to Slash. He slipped them on, pulling the 


denim down over them. 
The guitarist peered over his shoulder with a scowl. "Anything else you want?" 


Axl shook his head and snatched a denim jacket from the dresser behind him, tossing it at the demeaned 
individual. Slash caught it, and looked between it and the singer. 


Axl avoided his eyes and lowered the gun. "It's.. uhh.. cold out there. The nights.. down here can get..chilly." 


Slash nodded and slipped the denim over his shoulders, yelping as another sharp pain ran through his stomach. 
Axl winced and turned away, sorrow evident in his eyes. He zipped his jeans and tucked the gun into the front 
of them before taking a white t-shirt from the dresser, slipping it over his head. 


The guitarist watched him carefully, in complete shock at what just took place. He was just raped, threatened, 
beaten, and degraded yet Axl cared about his state of comfort. It was puzzling how one moment he could be 
the man that Slash fell in love with and the next he turned into someone completely opposite. He tried so hard 
to hate him, to feel nothing but sheer repulsion toward him, but he couldn't. Izzy could fix this; he could make 
these contrasting feelings disappear. Why couldn't Izzy save him this time? Was there a reason he couldn't 
connect with him anymore? Could it be that he didn't really want to be saved? Perhaps it was Axl that needed 


rescuing this time. 
"Thanks," Slash whispered. 
"Hmm?" Axl turned, looking the guitarist over with regretful eyes. 


"For the jacket." 


Axl nodded and took a few steps closer. "You may not believe me, but | do love you." 
Slash smiled wryly. "I know." 


The redhead moved in close enough to brush the curls from his eyes. "Will you just come with me? Hear me 


out? Then.. if you wanna go, you can go." His voice was low, and his expression showed nothing but sincerity. 
"Okay, I'll go." 


He wasn't sure if he was making a mistake, but he knew this would be his only chance to save Axl from the 
spirits that made his life so miserable. The redhead leaned up to kiss his cheek before taking his hand, leading 


him toward the door. 
"Won't someone see us?" Slash asked. 


Axl opened the door, stepping out into the darkness, and pulling the guitarist out with him. "We don't have far 
to go, sides it's too dark. Look" Axl pointed at the starless sky, not even realizing Slash was paying the heavens 


no mind. Instead his sights were set on the singer, taking in his awesome beauty. 
"What happened to you?" he asked, ignoring the various aches and pains that tormented his flesh. 
"Not now, we'll talk about it when we get there." 


Slash sighed as Axl wrapped his arms around the guitarists waist, careful not to hurt him again. He wanted to 
push him away, to tell him that what they had was in the past, but he couldn't. There was a sense of urgency 
to Axl's touch, and it intrigued Slash. Perhaps that's why he could never say goodbye to Axl for good, intrigue. 
That couldn't be it. Maybe it was due to the fact that Axl needed him more than Izzy ever did. Could it be 


that Axl is the one? Was this man made specifically for him? 
‘I'm so sorry," Axl whispered before pressing his lips ever so gently against Slash's. 


The rare times that the singer was himself, it felt good. He wrapped his arms around Axl's neck, leaning back 
against the closed door. It was happening again. He was falling slowly back into a false sense of security, but he 
liked it. his hands slid down Axl's back only seconds before the clouds opened up and poured. Both men looked up 
into the sky, grinning like idiots. Axl took the guitarists hand and led him from beneath the awning out into the 
freezing rain. Slash watched his redhead twirling around, the rain soaking his clothing, drenching his hair. He 
looked so happy, so innocent. It was almost as if his demons had left him, but Slash knew better. They were 
there, lurking in the dark recesses of his mind, but for now he planned to enjoy his angel while he had him 
back. Ignoring the searing pain in his stomach and his foot, he followed, wrapping his arms around the redhead 
as the sudden storm raged on around them. Their lips met once again, Axl's hands slipping beneath Slash's 


jacket as they stumbled toward the car. 


"I love you, Slash. No matter what they say." 

Slash smiled, feeling oddly comforted by the statement. Whatever force drove Axl to the edge of insanity 
didn't have the power to take their love away. The guitarist wanted to say it, to tell him he loved him too, but 
he didn't get the chance. 

"Go get in the car. | forgot they keys. We have to go," he whispered, stroking the side of his lovers face. 

Slash nodded, starting off to the car. Axl turned and disappeared into the room, closing the door behind him. 
This was the perfect opportunity to run away, find help, and turn this psycho in, but that's not what either of 
them wanted. Instead, he crawled into the passenger seat, wincing when he sat down Barely a minute passed 
before Axl opened the driver side door, shaking the keys at Slash before putting them in the ignition, bringing 
the vehicle to life. 

"Where we going?" Slash asked, buckling his seatbelt. 


"You'll see. Not too far from here anyway." Axl patted his knee before shoving the car into gear and heading 


out onto the busy highway. 
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"So can we take him today, doc?" Scott asked, rubbing circles on the small of Duff's back. 


"Course | can go! l'm fine, right?" the drummer faked a smile and sat on the edge of his bed, silently despising 
the fact that he was in a gown. 


The doctor furrowed his brow. "I'd prefer to keep him over night, just to be on the safe side--" 

"Over night? You mean | have to stay in this shit hole all night? Piss on that dude, uh uh. Nooo--" 

Duff continued to chew on his nails. He knew time was of the essence, and arguing with Matt was not a top 
priority. Searching for Slash was going to be an enormous task, especially since he was at the mercy of Axl. 
One had to think like Axl; where would he go? 


"Look, we need you here, okay?" Scotts eyes pleaded with the stubborn blonde. 


"What the hell do you need me in here for?" Matt, exasperated, laid back and crossed his arms, instantly 
regretting the action 


The doctor hung his clipboard by the bed and bid everyone a good day before making his exit. Scott sat at his 
friends feet, patting Matt's leg reassuringly. 


"Keep us posted?" he asked. 


Matt looked from the singer to the bassist, his expression nothing short of aggravation. "Guys, c'mon--" 


Duff decided it was time to move. He patted his pockets, searching for his cell phone. Finding it absent, he 
turned letting his tired eyes scan the room. 


Scott watched Duff. "What's wrong?" 
| must have left my cell phone somewhere. Did | have it back there in the bathroom?" 
Scott furrowed his brow. "I don't think so. Want me to go check?" He stood. 


"No that's okay. I'll go." The blonde leaned down to plant a kiss on the top of Scotts head before striding out of 


the room. 


"Oh hell, go. I'll sit here in this fucking hospital with my ass hanging out of my.. my..." he paused to poke at his 


gown, "my fucking dress--" 

"Thanks Matt," Scott said softly. 

The drummer sat back to pout. He wanted to help, despite his injury, but maybe Scott knew what was best. 
"Here," Scott handed Matt his cell phone, "call Duff's phone if anything happens. Okay?" 

Matt nodded sneering his nose once again at his gown. Scott rolled his eyes and hurried to catch up to his 
lover, putting a comforting arm around his shoulders. Duff sighed and draped his arm over Scotts, pulling him 
close. He wanted to thank him for being the perfect lover in such a trying time, but he didn't have the 


opportunity. The moment he pushed the bathroom door open, he almost fainted. 


"Duff?" Scott stood on his toes and looked over his shoulder to see a broken, lifeless body laid out on the floor, 


blood slowly pooling around it. 
"Oh fuck." Duffs hand quickly went to his mouth, his knees going weak. 


Scott pushed past Duff kneeling beside the body, noting the bruising on his face. The singer let his fingers push 
back his shirt, wincing at the bloody hole he found there. There was no weapon in sight. 


"Scott? Is it--" 


He nodded slowly, sitting back on his heals. "Yeah, it's Dave." 
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"C'mon man, pick up." 

Izzy bounced nervously, shifting his wait from side to side impatiently. He hated waiting for anything. Steven 
paced behind him, his fingers running nervously through his shaggy blonde hair. It was times like this that 
made him regret sobering up. 


"Duff!" Izzy exclaimed, startling Steven out of his daydream, He motioned for the drummer to join him. 


Steven sighed and put his head against Izzy's, listening to Duff's nervous rambling. Some things never change. 
His eyes strayed to Izzy's face, studying his expression carefully. Why does someone like him end up living like 
this: A middle aged burnt out musician living with an ex-stoner and madly in love with someone who can't let 


go of the past. It doesn't add up. He sighed and turned his attention back to the phone, tuning in at just the 


right moment. 


"Dave's dead. Cops said someone beat him and shot him. They're are looking through security footage to see if 
they can get a picture. It's weird though, no one heard any gun shots." 


"Hmm, must have had a silencer. They had to have known what they were doing” 

"Where are you guys?" 

Izzy looked to Steven, completely clueless. 

Uhh, we're about ten miles south of the Tennessee border.” 

"Look, | know where Slash is, Duff. Can you guys be in Atlanta in an hour?" 

"Uhh, Scott? Can we be in Atlanta in an hour? Yes? Okay. Yeah, man" 

Izzy sighed, relaxing against Steven. A thought randomly crossed his mind, and it made his heart wrench. This 
would be the first time the original band had been together in years. Too bad the reunion had to happen like 


this. The drummer put an arm around him to support his weight. They were both exhausted, but he had to 
stay strong for Izzy. 


"Look, Duff.. be careful. l-- | don't know what's going to happen. Just," his frustration was evident, and he had 
tears in his eyes, "please. be careful." 


Steven's heart softened. He wanted to drag Izzy back into the safety bubble he'd coddled him in for so many 


years, but somehow he knew things would never be the same after tonight. 
"We will. tll be okay Izzy. Steven, take care of him, okay?" 
The drummer's own eyes filled with tears and his heart was in his throat. "I always have." 


There was silence. The three of them knew that to be true, and Steven's pain was evident for the first time 


since this entire ordeal had began. Duff sighed, followed by Izzy. 
"See you in an hour? At the old hangout?" 
"Yeah, be careful lz" 


With that Duff closed his cell phone, slipping it back into his pocket. Izzy hung the phone back on the receiver 


and turned just in time to see Steven making his way back to the car. 
"Hey," he called after him. 


"Yeah?" Steven refused to turn. He didn't want to add to Izzy's pain. The brunette crossed the distance 
between them, slipping his arms around Steven. He buried his face in a sea of blonde, suddenly feeling safety in 
the midst of the hurricane. The touch said everything. Steven turned, staring deep into his enchanting eyes 
before stepping out of his arms. It's time to burst the safety bubble and move on. 


"C'mon. Lets go get Slash." 

Izzy watched him drag his weary body to the car, slumping against it to unlock it. His heart wanted to cry. 
Steven had been his protector, and now he was without one. He felt cold, vulnerable. That brief moment of 
safety would have to last him until he could wrap himself in Slash's warm arms. He made his way to the car, 
snatching the keys from Steven 


"lll drive. You rest." 


They crawled into the vehicle, Steven drifting off to sleep the moment they started to move. His dreams were 


a not as comforting as he'd hoped, but it was sleep nonetheless. 
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The car rumbled to a stop just outside of a large, worn down building. Slash looked out the window, his eyes 


scanning over it's rough exterior. It looked so familiar, but he couldn't quite remember it. Axl pulled the keys 


from the ignition, shoving them into his jacket pocket: 
"Go ahead, get out." His voice was low. 


Slash did as he was told and carefully stood. He stumbled against the car, the glass still stinging his foot. Axl 
got out, watching him closely. He reached into the backseat, glancing up to see that Slash wasn't looking. Tucking 


something into the back of his pants, he rounded the car, making sure his jacket was covering his back. 
"Look familiar?" he asked, putting an arm on the car beside Slash's shoulder. 
The guitarist studied it's structure, noting the boards covering the windows. "Yeah, but--" 


"Remember the old club we played at? The one that we ended up sleeping in the kitchen because we didn't 


have the cash to stay elsewhere?" 


Slash nodded, his eyes growing big. He hadn't even recognized the place. It'd been years since he'd been back 
here. Now everything seemed so clear. He could almost picture it, the way it was then. The neon sign above 
the building would flicker every now and then, and the windows would give just a glimpse of the party going on 
inside. It was once upon a time a very inviting place, but now it was just another abandoned building in the 
midst of the bustling city of Atlanta He peered over at Axl. The redhead seemed to be lost in thought, staring 
off at the building. 


"Axl?" 


He didn't answer. The look on his face slowly contorted to one of sheer horror. His lips moved, but no words 


came out. Slash watched as his fingers trembled, dropping his cigarette to the ground. 

"Axl? Are--" 

"Quiet!" he hissed, stepping onto the front steps leading into the building. 

Slash gulped and followed slowly behind him. Axl paused in front of the door, putting his fingers against it's 
tattered surface. He sighed and rested his face against it, nuzzling it softly. Slash limped up onto the front 
stoop beside of him, placing a hand on his shoulder. He was expecting to be smacked across the face or 
hollered at, but much to his approval, neither happened. 

‘Oh, Slash. This is where they want us to be," he whispered, his hands caressing the door. 


"Wha--" 


Axl turned the knob, easily shoving it open. Rotten wood fell around him, and cob webs caught in his hair, but 
he pressed on. Slash wearily followed, noting the tables and chairs were still there. A thick layer of dust 


covered their once flashy surface. The floor creaked beneath their feet as they moved from the dining room 


into the kitchen. Axl stopped in the middle of the room, his hands moving up his own arms, hugging himself. 
"Axl? Are you okay?" Slash asked, crossing the distance between them to place a hand on his shoulder. 
The singer turned, his eyes blazing and his nails tearing at the denim covering his arms. "They're... here." 


Slash looked around, seeing nothing but cob webs and the occasional rat. He tried to take Axl's hands before he 
hurt himself, but the singer shoved him backward, yanking his jacket off and throwing it at him. 


"Don't touch mell" he shouted reaching behind him to pull out what he'd tucked into the back of his pants. He 
slammed the small hammer down on the counter before turning back to face his pray. "l.fuck..Slash... you're in 


trouble." 


Slash cocked his head and scrambled back to his feet, looking between the singer and the hammer. Axl's nails 
ran up and down his arms, clawing bloody streaks. "They're here, and they're not going to let you go." 


Slash backed up against the wall. He mentally kicked himself for getting into this mess. The opportunity to 
escape had knocked more than once, and each time he'd turned it down. Now he was trapped, and Axl's demons 
were determined to hold him there, forever. Axl's fingers moved to his chest, ripping open old wounds. 


"Axl! Stop it!" Slash shouted, lunging at the singer and gripping his hands. "| fucking said stop it!" 


Axl growled and bit into his neck, drawing blood and letting it trickle down his chin. "I said don't fucking touch 


me Slash." 


"Fuckll" The guitarist shoved him backward against the wall. This time he wasn't backing down, even if it killed 
him. If it were the last thing he did, he would get to the bottom of this mystery and lay it to rest. 


‘lm sorry Slash, you left them no choice!" 


Slash took a step back as the singer's deft fingers wrapped around the hammer, raising it high above his head. 


He'd never seen his eyes so intense, so full of venom and hatred. 

"Axl, nol!" His hands moved to cover his head. "What the hell do you do this for?? Huh?" 
The enraged singer paused, the hammer still poised above his head. 

"Why Axl? | love you." Slash's voice was soft and meek, waiting for impact. 


The hammer fell to the floor, and the redhead slid down the wall onto the floor, wrapping his arms around his 
knees. The tears came, but his fingers still dug deep into his skin He began to rock back and forth, mumbling 


qui etly. 


"No... don't hurt me... don't hurt me... anymore... 
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ltd been nearly half an hour since a word had been exchanged between the two musicians. The need to speak 
was there, but the tension-thickened air hung heavily about them making conversation virtually impossible. 
Scott cleared his throat, words desperate to pour forth, to offer some degree of comfort to the motionless 
blonde beside of him. He'd been resting his head against the cool glass, hands folded in his lap and trembling 
ever so slightly. His knees would occasionally bounce, but his gaze remained fixated on some imaginary 
fascination outside of the vehicle. The street lamps provided little light, so seeing Duff's expression was 
difficult. Scott wanted to think he was just sleeping, gaining much needed energy, but sadly he knew better. 


Duff was a worrier, and he always will be. 


Again the singer cleared his throat, doing his best to choke down the unnerving stillness. He glanced down to 
check his speed, idly entertaining the thought of traveling eighty miles an hour, but going nowhere. The 
headlights flashed against the shimmering green background to one of the many indistinguishable exit signs. He 
hated driving on the interstate; everything always looked exactly the same, especially at night. 


Downtown Atlanta: Next Right. In other words, the silence had to be broken. 

"Umm, we're nearly there." 

There was no response. 

"Duff?" 

Again, there wasn't a sound, but progress was made. His head turned slowly, sad eyes sparkling momentarily as 
the headlights of oncoming traffic caught them. He'd most likely been crying, but Scott chose to let him retain 
some degree of dignity. 

"Are you alright?" 

Scott knew the answer to that question: no. How could he be alright? How could anyone be alright when 
everything they've ever known is slowly being ripped out from under them? His hand found a spot on Duff's 


knee, doing it's best to soothe him, if only for a moment. Scott didn't have to see him to know he was faking 


one of his trademark ‘everything's alright smiles. The closeness was comforting to both men, seeing as their 


romance had blossomed in the most inappropriate of times. Any contact between the two of them was 


treasured. 
"Whatever happens, you know," Scott paused, feeling Duff's fingers lacing with his, "I'm always here." 


Duff brought Scots hand to his lips, placing a barely there kiss upon his skin It was a simple gesture, but the 
sentiment behind it meant the world to Scott. He didn't quite realize all those nights when he had laid in bed, 
longing to be close to Duff in ‘that way’ what an undertaking it would be. Duff, despite his tough exterior and 
less than genteel past, is really a fragile individual. Scott was rocked from his daze by the gentle hum of 
Duff's cell phone vibrating in his pocket. He returned his right hand to the wheel, doing his best to concentrate 
on driving. 


"Hello?" Duff asked, noting the ‘unknown caller’ message on the caller ID. 

"Duff, man where are you guys?" came a hushed voice. 

‘Izzy? That you?" 

Scott's eyes shifted between the road and Duff, though he couldn't see the blonde, he knew all wasn’t well. 
Duff's heart slowly began to sink, and he feared the worst. Izzy's voice held a certain sense of urgency and 
desperation, one that Duff had never heard from him. 


"Yeah," he managed. "Where are you guys?" 


"| think we're about ten minutes from there, where are you?" Duff glanced to Scott to confirm his assumption 


The singer nodded as the vehicle veered off the interstate and onto the off ramp. 


"How the fuck did you get there so fast?" His voice was a bit heavier than he'd intended it to be. 


There was nervous laughter. "I drove instead of Steven" All traces of momentary laughter, fake as it may be, 
had faded, and a black veil had seemingly wrapped itself around him. "Can you guys hurry? His car's here... and 


I'm scared--" 


"Fuck, Iz, don't do anything until we get there, hear me? Steven! Don't let him!" Somehow he knew Steven was 
right by his side, just like always. He wanted to stop and ponder that thought for a moment, but time was of 


the essence. 


Duff closed the phone and looked to the inquisitive singer. "Step on it, Scott” 


Slash could do nothing but watch helplessly as Axl crumbled onto the floor, completely overtaken by his 


demons. His nails dug deeper into his already wounded flesh, tearing bloody streaks in their wake. Fresh, 
brightly colored, crimson life dripped from his body and onto the floor, seeping into the rotten boards. He 
rocked back and forth, mumbling the same phrase over and over, eyes full of fear. 


"Don't hurt me anymore... don't hurt me.. don't hurt me...” 


Something supernatural had invaded Axl's senses, and it had failed to release him back into reality this time. It 


intrigued Slash, even scared him. The guitarist approached him cautiously, unsure of what to expect. 

"Axl, what's going on?" 

"They wont-- stop hurting me. Want me... to hurt you-- too," he managed through clenched teeth. 

Slash dropped to his knees in front of the erratic musician, reaching to touch his leg. Axl jumped, seemingly 
surprised by the feel of an actual mortal. The singers bright, green-gold eyes silently pleaded with Slash, 
desperate to escape the torturous shadow that had done everything in its power to destroy him. 

"Who wants to hurt you? Who is it, Axl?" His voice was low, yet urgent. There was an aching in the pit of his 
stomach, a sudden spine tingling feeling that they weren't alone. He took a quick glance over his shoulder, 
almost jumping out of his hide when a blood curdling scream came from the frightened singer. His eyes 
suddenly resembled dinner plates, but his hands flew to Axl's wrists. 


"The demons Slash! God.. they're hurting mel" Tears now ran slowly down his cheeks, pooling onto his chest. 


Slash scooted closer, tightening his grip around Axl's wrists. He held them in front of him, refusing to let the 
destruction continue. 


"Please." Axl's voice cracked as he struggled to free his imprisoned limbs. He lashed out with every ounce of 


his being, but Slash's will to save him was stronger. 

‘Listen to me Axl. They're not real. Do you hear me? They're not reall" 

"Fuck! Slash, they are reall They want me to kill youl" His voice echoed through the high ceilings. 

"They're just in your head, they're not--" 

"Your hands..they want me to take your hands... destroy ‘em. They'll kill me if | don't" 

Slash's eyes bulged, and his mouth suddenly went dry. That sinking feeling in the pit of his stomach made him 
want to vomit. He could feel his heart pounding in his head as the realization of what Axl had said dawned upon 


him. 


"M--my hands?" His voice cracked, and his gaze fell upon the hammer resting above his head on the counter. 


Suddenly the pounding in his head stopped, and the missing pieces started to come together. Axl had tried to 
burn his hands, but he was able to overcome the pressure brought on by the inhuman forces that time. 
They'd been dealing with him even before they left the hotel. He didn't go back in for the keys; they were in 
the pocket of his jacket. It was the hammer he'd returned for, and he knew what he was to do with it. 


"My God." Slash whispered. The demons had been there all along, only masking the real Axl every once in a 
while. During the kisses, the white hot hours they spent wrapped up in one anothers arms, the tender touches, 


they were never alone. 


"Make ‘em stop, Slash. Fucking make ‘em stop." Axl cried piteously as his hands involuntarily jerked. Slash still 


held firm, despite the urge to run screaming from the room. 
"They're not real, Axl," he whispered. "Say it. Can you say it for me?" 
"he 

"Please, Axl. | need you to say it. They're not real. 


The noise in the room was so loud that neither of them had heard the front door creak open, nor had they 
heard the set of boots pounding at a steady pace across the dining room. Axl's sobs grew louder as he peered 


over Slash's shoulder. 
"Say it, they're not reall Listen to me, | wouldn't be here if | didn't care. Please." 


Slash was never one to beg, but in his heart he knew that this was something worth fighting for. Only once in 
a lifetime does someone come along that can captivate you, pick you up like a feather in a whirlwind, and 
totally destroy you in a matter of a few years. Yes, love only comes along every so often One must be ready 


to take the initiative, and snatch the opportunity when it knocks upon your door. 


Slash had yet to detect the presence of the intruder, but Axl had spotted them. His blood ran cold, and his 
eyes darkened. Arm extended with weapon loaded, stood the one person who had found that there is indeed a 
way to control William Axl Rose. He'd mastered the art, and became an expert at manipulation. His lips curled in 
anticipation, and his gun found itself aimed directly at Slash's back. 


"Slash... l.. can't say that. They're-- he's real." 


Izzy slammed the phone down on the receiver, turning quickly to see the abandoned building across the street. 
He crossed his arms and shivered slightly as the gentle breeze whipped around him. His eyes seemed to stare 
strait through the foundation of the deteriorating building, but unable to focus on exactly what was going on 


inside. 


"God Steven, what the hell are they doing in there?" 


Steven simply shook his head, still brooding on the past few days revelations. Guns n Roses was a thing of the 
past, but it somehow still remained a big part of his life. It was in his blood, a haunting reminder of his youth 
and long passed vitality. 


"Steve." Izzy squeaked, reeling on his feet. 


"Fuck!" Steven turned just in time to catch the falling brunette. If he hadn't have known him as well as he did, 
he would've panicked. "Is it another umm..." 


A muffled groan escaped Izzy's lips as he slumped against the drummer. It happened just as it had every time. 
The familiar flash of light, then a black screen opening into a picture of another location. The constant: Slash. 
There he was, kneeling on the floor in front of a panicked Axl. He couldn't focus on actual things, just parts of 
them, momentary glimpses of what's actually there. It was almost as if he was watching from above, a 
fisheye lens covering his field of vision Sounds were distorted, muffled and distant. They came across as eerie 


moans and whimpers of pain and despair. It was a chilling sight to say the least, but he'd only just begun 


There were hands locked around bloody wrists, tears falling down flushed cheeks, a hammer laying on a dusty 
counter top as a spider crept slowly onto the claw. He got a split second glimpse of Slash's face, bruised and 
battered, worried and weary. Raven curls suddenly spun, flying in all directions. Axl's face appeared, but only 
long enough for his lips to part in an ear piercing scream. In the doorway just behind them, there stood 


another individual. He couldn't distinguish it as human, and he certainly couldn't identify it if it was. 

"Izzy. fuck.. wake up!" 

"Slash... hold on.. " he mumbled, the vision disagreeing with Steven's sudden interruption. 

"Izzy! Izzy!" He shook him gently until his eyes snapped open. 

"Steve, oh fuck. It was horrible--" 

‘Izzy somebody else is here.. and it aint Duff and Scott" His voice was low, and his grip around Izzy's waist 
hadn't loosened. The brunette's eyes followed Steven's, falling upon the black vehicle, now parked just beside 
Axl's car. 

"D--did.. anyone get out?" 

Steven hesitated, but nodded. "I couldn't see..they've already gone in-- IZZY!" 

"Fuck!" Izzy ripped himself free from Steven's arms, ignoring the drummers pleas to wait for the others. His 
boots pounded across the pavement as he crossed the street, narrowly missing Scott's car. Tires squealed and 


the vehicle fishtailed, sending gravel and dust flying in every direction. Steven shielded his head as he tore 


across the street, right on Izzy's heals. They had no plan of action, and no clue what to expect once they were 


inside. 
"Fuck" Scott shouted barely having time to shove the car into park before Duff shoved his door open 


A sudden surge of energy pulsed through his veins, and used it to his advantage. Scott was right behind him, 
silently praying for the best. He could only hope that he didn't have to use the pistol tucked into his pants, but 
he was prepared for the task if need be. He'd never really thought of himself as a murderer, but perhaps he 
had what it takes. Afterall, bravery is a gift given to those who know how to deal with their pain passively. 
Scott wants to use that gift to save Duffs life. 
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The frenzied musicians stumbled into the room, Izzy and Duff leading the pack with Scott and Steven right 
behind them. Duff grabbed Izzy's shoulder, bringing both of them to a halt, the others slamming into their 


back in complete confusion. 


"Wha." Scott began, but his eyes quickly caught sight of the man standing in front of them, his back turned, 
and his arm extended toward an unknowing Slash. There was a distinct click that resonated through the high 
vaulted ceilings. Izzy sucked in a sharp breath, trying to find his voice to call out a warning, but it was too 
late. He turned and buried his face against anyone who was close enough, Duff being the one. Scotts hand 
eased its way to the pistol, his fingers wrapping around the butt of the gun and slowly bringing it out. Before 
he could aim the gun and fire, the assassin had already shot out the first ear piercing shot. In an instant the 
room became chaotic. Steven dug his nails into Duff's arm, the bullet blazing forward almost in slow motion 
Scott's fingers clasped around the gun, taking aim at the back of the culprit's head. He didn't want to do this; 
he wasn't all that sure that he could. His entire body was shaking, and a cold sweat had managed to seep 


through his clammy skin. This was something that had to be done, didn't it? 


On the other side of the room, hovering by the counter were Axl and Slash. Axl's eyes were wide with shock 


as the gunshot rang out. He could see the little silver bullet barreling closer... closer... 


He tried sinking back into the darkness with the oddly comforting demons that had haunted him for so long, 
yet somehow managed to keep him from harm. His eyes clenched shut, unable to find that save haven 
amongst his monsters. They had left him in his most important time of need, the time that he had to make a 
decision to save himself, or to save the love of his life. 


He could hear his heart beating in his head, and his breath came in short heavy gasps. Subconsciously his mind 
had been made up; perhaps it always had. In an instant, he heaved forward knocking Slash to the floor leaning 
over his body and acting as his shield. Slash cried out as his head bounced off the floor, nearly knocking him 
out. He was slightly aware of Axl's body falling down against his own, but he had no idea that he'd been shot. 
His arms wrapped around Axl's upper body, holding him close. Slash's eyes slipped shut, the pounding in his 
head too much and vision only adding to the pain. He heard footsteps and chaotic movement and then more 
gunfire. There was a shriek from somewhere behind him, Duff's choked voice, and then the sickening thud of a 
lifeless body falling to the floor. That's when he opened his eyes again, craning his neck to see what had 
happened. 


"Oh God, Scott!" Duff cried, throwing his arms around his lover's neck. Scott's eyes were as big as dinner 
plates, and his limbs looked limp. The gun dropped from his hand and onto the floor as he melted against the 
bassist. There stood Izzy, chewing on his fingernails and staring at the pool of blood that surrounded the body 
on the floor. Steven had his back turned to the entire scene, his arms resting against the wall with his face 
buried into them. Slash couldn't tell if he was crying or just simply disgusted. Either way, it didn't really 
matter. The next thing he caught sight of was the assassin, dying slowly on the floor as his blood leaked out in 


an oval shape around him. His face was turned to the side, looking at him with a hollow, ghastly expression. 


Slash tightened his hold around Axl's body, looking from the corpse to the man in his arms, his voice coming 
out a hoarse whisper. "Dizzy Reed did this to you?" 


There was no answer. Slash's eyes moved down further to see blood trickling down his own sides. Had he 
himself been shot? He sat up, trying to help Axl sit only to watch him fall lifelessly to the floor, a gaping 
wound on his chest and the slightest little stream of blood dripping from the corners of his mouth. Slash 
sucked in a shaky breath quickly getting to his knees above Axl, 


"No God damn it! | haven't gone this far for you to fucking drop dead, now snap out of it!" He was frantic, in 
hysterics, on the edge of lunacy. 


Izzy watched him closely, wanting to go over and hold him and promise that his future would be brighter than 
his past. He wanted to tell him the pain and suffering was all over and that they would take care of one 
another, but somehow he knew that this was the way Axl would've wanted it. He always had to be the center 
of attention, and anyone that stepped into his limelight was just a nuisance. Why not give them their last 
moments as they would want them: Slash yelling and begging for something he wouldn't get, and Axl laying 
there steadfast and unyielding. Slash raised a hand and slapped Axl's cheeks lightly in an attempt to wake him 
from his zombie like state, but it was no use. He was gone. Slash fell back onto his heals before burying his 
face in his hands. 


This isn't how it was supposed to end. It was nothing like the movies where in the end everyone gets what 
they want except for the innocent outsider who deserved it more than anyone. There was no poetic, romantic 
ending, no heartbreaking final words from the dying martyr, and no tears from the deceased person's lover. 
Yes, that's right. Slash hid his face in his hands, but to his surprise there were no tears. That's not what Axl 
wouldve wanted. He only wanted them to be together, but unfortunately others couldn't stand the thought, 
namely Dizzy Reed. Axl had left behind so many unanswered questions, so many mysteries; some that would 
never be solved Why had Dizzy done this, and how did he manage to gain control over such a strong willed 


person? 


Slash managed to get to his feet. His legs were wobbly and felt like jelly. The toes of his boots touched Axl's 
ribs as he looked down on his lifeless body. "You've left me again," he paused, his voice shaking noticeably, "you 


son of a bitch" 


With that, he turned, wild matted curls flying into his bloodshot eyes as he pushed through the group and out 
into the right. He dug his hands deep into his pockets, taking a deep breath. The air tasted so much different 


to him now, so much more refreshing. Had it really been that stale before, or had he just not taken the time 
to notice it? 


Izzy walked out onto the front steps, Steven watching him carefully from the doorway. He closed his eyes for 
a moment and watched as the guitarist started off down the sidewalk. Steven took this as his cue and walked 
out beside of him. He draped an arm around Izzy's shoulders, hugging him close. There was no need for words; 
actions spoke loud enough. The brunette lay his head down Steven's shoulder, watching Slash disappear out of 
his range of vision. Did he have any real destination in mind, Izzy wondered. He sighed only seconds before a 
familiar black veil covered his eyes. The sensation only lasted long enough for him to hear a few muffled 
words. 


"Just let me go." 


And then it was gone. He was back in Steven's arms, perhaps where he should've been all along. 


